TT EN EY 
OF THE 


LL / 


O F 
SHAKESPEARE, 


Being the whole Number printed in Quarto 


During his LIrE-TIME, or before the ResTor aTION, 


Collated where there were different CoPIE s, 
A N D 


Publiſh'd from the ORIGINALS. 
| B Y 
GEORGE STEEVENS, Eſq; 


—ire jubeo, ut ea a fontibus potius hauriant, quam rivulos 
conſectentur. Quæ autem nemo adhuc docuerat, nec erat 


unde ſtudioſi ſcire poſſent, ea, quantum potui, feci, ut eſſent 
nota noſtris, CicERonis Acan, Lib. I. 


n V: 


E N 0 N : 
Printed for J. and R. Tonson, in the Strand; T. PayNE, 


at the Mes- gate, Caſtle:ſtreet; and W. RICHARDSON, 
in Fleet-ſtreets 


M.DCC.LXVI. 


4% „ * : 0 * * * 2 2 E XT 5 FEC — . , ⅛˙ ˖—— 7 · EE Op as 1” J) ͤ % c IS Rot be Oe Ing oo 
% . a —_- - 3 4 4 5 LY . f « 7 08 7 8 UN 4 
* — * © 7 0 C - Rs. 1 — 22. 
* - . - 22 * - 4 - 7 — — * OC DT = 
WF * * 2 8 3 e 


* 
5 . 
* 
* o 
: Ll 
— 
= :42 
* 
* 
* * 
* 
- Pl 
: < 
- — 3 
. 0 
* * FA 
* 
* 1 * 
* 
3 
5 . 
* 
„ 
— 
* 
* 
% * 
- 
— — R _ — — — — — 27> — — 
| Eee ET 4 a Ee A — OY - M— — 


THE MOST LAMENTABLE 
TRAG ED 1 E 


OF 


TITUS ANDRONICUS. 


As it hath ſvndry Times beene plaide by 


The KINGS MAIESTIEs Seruants. 


* 


EL DD O. 


Printed for Zedward White, and are to be ſolde at his 
Shoppe, nere the little North Dore of Pauls, at the 
Signe of the Gun. 1611. 


r 4 _—_ * * * _ at -—_ * * © _— as 4 Les X > — 4 2 5 bs + „ KL = net 9 * of e _ [4 bong Las ER 4 _ 4 * _— 4 wi; w . ane oh 6 4 r 5 re W 
r 5 5 MI _ * 8 5 * „ * 5 Ws 5 * * e FP ᷣͤ A Yoo a bo of ig, e 9 5 n r e ß ne CCC 
* hos * . . 5 « 3 5 " S r 1 W 9 - * 2 % 2 1 T A Wa de PPP 

. N - 4 4 < o * N A * * % 3 
: - — : £ 
=_ 
4 
a 1 0 1 
, * } 
- = hd cs 
* . 4 E 71 * * 1 LY % 
: F 4 q \ a * * 
4 P i 4 
— * 
* . * 


uarto. 


in 


FT =. # 
* — 
* 
Se 
. 
- 
22 * 
* 
4 + 
mY 
1 * 
ww © 


* - 
? . 4 : * 
5 „ # ( 
7 K , * « 
4 X + ' A # » 
0 p 
5 . :, ! . e 
0 5 
* * Wu 
4 * * 
. * . i 1 
— . A g * + 
. * 1 * 


. 
£ 


% 
* 


to be 


* 


% 
* 


8> This is the only Copy of this Play known 


% ˙ _—_—— YR * — * j —— — — 
» - * 22323 — — — CR -- — - > CLI - — — —— 
—— — - — — — — — — —-—-„— . —ͤœäͤ — — ü —xꝛĩ˙ — i: — 
1 « — — 
* 


— — — 0 
"—— EE LR OOO —ẽ — — — P ˙· A ²— LS ———— — 


THE MOST LAMENTABLE 
ROMAINE TRAGEDIE 


O F 
TITUS ANDRONICUS: 


As it was plaid by the Right Honorable the Earle 
of Darbie, Earle of Pembrooke, and Earle of 
Cit their Seruants. 


Enter "A Tribune and Senatobrs » al? : and then enter Sa- 
turninus and his followers at one doore, and Baſſianus and his 
followers, with drum and trumpets. 


Safurninus. 

OBLE Patricians, patrons of my right, 
Defend the juſtice of my cauſe with armes. 
And countrymen my louing followers, 
Plead my ſucceſſive title with your ſwords ; 

I am his firſt borne ſonne, that was the laſt 

That ware the imperiall diadem of Nome. 

Then let my fathers honours live in me, 

Nor wrong mine age with this indignitie. 


Baſſianus. 
Romaines, friends, followers, fauourers of my right, 
If euer Baſſianus Cæſars ſonne, 
Were gracious in the eyes of royall Rome, 
Keepe then this paſſage to the Capitol, 
And ſuffer not diſhonour to approch, 
Xa 
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The imperiall ſeat to vertue, conſecrate 

To iuſtice, continence, and hobilitie : 

But let deſert in pure election ſhine, 

And Romaines fight for freedome in your Choice. 


Marcus Abbes ien with the croune. 


Princes that ſtrive by factions and by friends 
Ambitiouſly for rule and emperie, 

Know that the people of Rome for whome we ſtand 
A ſpeciall partie, haue by common voyce, 

In election for the Romaine emperie 

Choſen Andronicus, ſurnamed Pius, 

For many good and great deſerts to Rome: 

A nobler man, a brauer warriour, 

Liues not this day within the citty walls. 

He by the ſenate is accited home, 

From weary warres againſt the barbarous Cot het, 
That with his ſonnes (a terror to our foes) 

Hath yoakt a nation ſtrong, traind vp in armes. 
Tenne yeares are ſpent ſince firſt he vndertooke 
This cauſe of Rome, and chaſtiſed with armes 
Our enemies pride: ſiue times he hath returnd 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant ſonnes 

In coffins from the field, 

And now at laſt laden with honours ſpoiles 
Returnes the good Andronicus to Rome, 
Renowned Titus flouriſhing in armes. 

Let vs intreat by honour of his name, 

Whome worthily you would haue now ſucceede, 
And in the Capitoll and ſenates right, 

Whome you pretend to honour and adore, 

That you withdraw you, and abate.your ſtrength, 
Diſmiſſe your followers, and as ſuters ſhould, 

- Plead * deſerts in peace and humblenes. 
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Marcus pf voy fo I doe affie, 


or Trrus ANDRONICUS: ' 


Saturninul. i Ei enact! Sinn 
How faire the tribune ſpeakes to calme my thoughts, Tee” 


. . Baſſianus, © Rr 


In thy vprightnes and integrity, 
And fo I loue and honour thee and thine ... - 
Thy noble brother Titus and his ſonnes, 
And her to home my thoughts are humbled all, 
Gracious Lauinia, Romes rich ornament, a Ig 
That I will heere diſmiſſe my Jouing friendss? 
And to my fortunes and the peoples fauour, = 


g. fle- 3 
Commit my cauſe in ballance to be waid. Exit ſauidiers, 
Saturninus. 


Friends, that haue beene thus forward in my night, 

I thanke you all, and heere diſmiſſe you all, 

And to the loue and fauour of my country,  — - 

Commit my ſelfe, my perſon, and the cauſe. _ 

Rome be as juſt and gracious vnto me, 

As I am confident and kinde to thee. 5 8 

Open the gates and let me in. | 8 1 2 
Baſcianus. Tribunes and me a poore compelltor. 5 3 

po They goe vp into the fend 


Enter a captaine. | e 


Romaines make way, the ood, Angroncut,.: to wont: 
Patron of vertue, Romes beſt champion 
Succesfull in the baftailes that he fightes 
With honour and with fortune is return... 
From where he ſircumſcribed with bis ſword, 4 en Seon 


And brouglit· i -yoake e enemies * Nome. be ISET 
thine 1 Ms - 5 7 do. : 80 
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Sound drummes and trumpets, wil then enter two of Titus 
fonnes, and then two men bearing a coffin couered with 
blacke, then two other ſonnes, then Titus Andronicus, and 
then Tamora the queene 8f Gothes and her two ſonner, 
Chiron and Demetrius, with Aren the More, and others, 
as many as can be, then fet drone the M, and Titus 


ſpeakes. 


Titus. Haile Rome, viftorious in thy mournining weeds, 
Loe as the barke that hath difchargd his fraught, | 
Returnes with precious lading to the bay, J 
From whence at firſt ſhe wayed her anchorage: 

Commeth Andronicus bound with lawrell bowes, 

To reſalute his country with his teares, 

Teares of true joy for his returne to Rome, 

Thou great defender of this Capitoll, 

Stand gracious to tho rites that we intend, 

Romaines, .of fine and twenry valiant ſonbes, 

Halfe of the number that king Priam had, 

Behold the poore remaines aliue and dead 4 | 

Theſe that ſuruiue, let Rome reward with lou: 7 
Theſe that I bring vato their lateſt hom. 4 
With buriall amongſt their aunceſtors. | 
Heere Gothes haue giuen me leaue to ſheath my ſword, 4 
Titus vnkinde, and careles of thine owne, 
Why ſufferſt thou thy ſonnes vaburied yet, 


To houer on the dreadfull ſhore of Stzx? _ = 
Make way to lay them by their bretheren. 
They open the tombe. 


There greete in 1 Biledce as the dead are wont, . 


And ſleepe in peace, ſlaine in your countries warres: 
O ſacred receptacle of my ioyes, 
Sweet cell of vertue and nobilitie, 


How 
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„or Tirys ANvRONICUS, 


flow many ſonnes of mine haſt thou in ſtore, 
That thou wilt never render to me more ? 


Lacius, Giue vs the proudeſt priſoner of the Gathes, | 


That we may hew his limbes, and on a pile 
Ad manes fratrum, facrifice his fleſh : 

Before this earthy priſon of their bones, 
That ſo the ſhadowes be not vnapeaſd, 

Nor we diſturbd with prodigies on earth. 

Titus. I giue him you, the nobleſt that ſuruiues, 
The eldeſt ſonne of his diſtreſſed queene. 

Tamo. Stay Romaine brethren, gracious conquerer, 
Victorious Titus, rue the teares I ſhed, ; 
A mothers teares in paſſion for her ſonne : 

And if thy ſonnes were euer deere to thee, 

O thinke my ſonne to be as deere to mee: 
Sufficeth not that we are brought to Rome 

To beautifie thy triumphs, and returne 
Captiue to thee, and to thy Romaine yoake, 
But muſt my ſonnes be ſlaughtered in the ſtreetes, 
For valiant doings in their countries cauſe ? 
O if to fight for king and common weale, 
Were piety in thine, it is in theſe : 

Andronicus ſtaine not thy tombe with blood. 
Wilt thou draw neere the nature of the gods ? 
Draw neere them then in being mercifull, 
Sweet mercy is nobilities true badge, 

Thrice noble Titus ſpare my firſt born ſonne. 

Titus. Patient your ſelfe madam, and pardon me. 
Theſe are their brethren, whome you Gothes beheld 


Aline and dead, and for their bretheren flaine, 


Religiouſly they aſke a ſacrifice : 


To this your ſonne is markt and die he muſt, 


T appeaſe their groning ſhadowes that are gone. 


My Lucius. Away with him and make a fire ſtraight, 


x 4 


And 
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And with our ſwords vpon a pile of wood, 
Let's hew his limbes till they be cleane conſumde. 
os Exit Titus ſonnes with Alarbus. 
Tamora. O cruell irreligious piety. | 
Chiron. Was euer Scythia halfe ſo barbarous ? 
Deme. Oppoſe not Scythia to ambitious Rome, 
Alarbus goes to reſt, and we ſuruiue, 
To tremble vnder Titus threatning looke. 
Then madam ſtand reſolu'd, but hope withall, 
The ſelfe ſame gods that armde the queene of Trey 
With oportunitie of ſharpe reuenge 
Vpon the Thracian tyrant in his tent, 
May fauour Tamora the queene of Gothes, 
(When Gothes were Gothes, and Tamora was queene) 
To quit the bloody wrongs vpon her foes. 


E nter the fonnes of Andronicus againe. | 


Lands. See lord and father how we haue performd 
Our Romaine rightes, Alarbus limbs are lopt, 

And intrals feede the ſacrifiſing fire, 
Whoſe ſmoke like incenſe doth perfume the ie. 
Remaineth nought but to interre our bretheren, 
And with lowd larums welcome them to Rome. 

Titus, Let it be ſo, and let Andronicus 
Make this his lateſt farewell to theyr ſoules. _ 

Sound trumpets, and lay the coffur in the tombe. 

In peace and honour reſt you heere my ſonnes, . 
Remes readieſt champions, repoſe you here i in ch, 85 
Secure from worldly chaunces and miſhaps: e 7 77 
Here lurks no treaſon, here no enuie ſwels, - | 
Here grow no damned grudgges, here are no ſtormes, 
No noyſe, but ſilence and eternall ſieepe _ 
In peace and honour reſt you hcere my ſonnes. 


Enter 


Tu * 5 % — 
dn e 


or Trrus ANDRONICUS..., 
Enter Lauinia. 22 


Laui. In peace and honour, live lord Titus long. 


a 'My noble lord and father liue in fame: 
Loe at this tombe my tributarie teares, 


I render for my bretherens obſequies: 
| And at thy feete I kneele, with teares of ioy 


© Shed on the earth for thy returne to Rome. 


» O bleſſe me heere with thy victorious hand, 
= Whoſe fortunes Nomes beſt cittizens applauld. 


; if 
, 


by TREES. 
* — 
* 
3 — 
ay ) 


Titus. Kind Rome, that haſt thus louingly reſerude 


: The cordiall of mine age to glad my hart, 


> Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome. 


Lauinia liue, outliue thy fathers dayes, 
And fames eternall date for vertues praiſe. 
Marcus. Long liue lord Titus, my beloued brother, nod 


Titus. Thankes gentle Tribune, noble brother Marcus. 
Marcus. And welcome nephews from ſuccesfull wars, 


” You that ſuruiue, and you that ſleepe in fame: 
Faire lords your fortunes are alike in all, 
That in your countries ſeruice drew your ſwords. 
But ſafer triumph is this funerall pompfe 
| That hath aſpirde to Solons happines, 3 2 44789 


And triumphs ouer chaunce in honors bed. 
Titus Andronicus, the people of Rome, 
Whoſe friend in iuſtice thou haſt euer bene, 


4 Send thee by me their Tribune and their truſt, 


This palliament of white and fpotleſſe hue, 
And name thee in election for the empire, 
With theſe our late deceaſed emperours ſonnes: 
Be Candidatus then, and put it on, | 
And helpe to ſet a head on headles Rome, 
Titus. A better head her glorious body fits, 
Thea his, that ſhakes for age and feeblenes : | 
What 


Tux MOT AWT ABER TRACEDTE 
What ſhould I d'on this robe and trouble pony 


Be choſen with proclamations to day, 

To morrow yeeld vp rule, reſigne my life, 

And ſet abroad new buſines for you all. 

Rome I haue bene thy ſouldier forty yeares, 

And led my countries ſtrength ſuccesfully, 

And buried one and twenty valiant ſonnes, 

Knighted in field, ſlaine manfully in armes, 

In right and ſeruice of their noble conntrie : 

Giue me a ſtaffe of honour for mine age, 

But not a ſcepter to controule the world, 

Vpright he held it lords, that held it laſt. 
Marcus, Titus, thou ſhalt obtaine and afke the emperie. 
Satur. Proud and ambitious Tribune canſt thou tell? 
Titus. Patience prince Saturninus. 
Satur. Romaines doe me right. 

Patricians draw your ſwords and ſheath them not 

Till Saturninus be Romes emperour: 

Andronicus would thou wert ſhipt to hell, 

Rather then rob me of the peoples harts. 
Lucius, Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the good 


That noble minded Titus meanes to thee. 


Titus, Content thee prince, I will reſtore to thes 
The peoples harts, and weane them from themſelues. 
Baſſian. Andronicus, I doe not flatter thee, 

But honour thee, and will do till I die : 

My faction if thou ſtrengthen with thy friend, 
I will moſt thankfull be, and thanks to men 
Of noble mindes, is honorable meede. 

Titus. People of Rome, and peoples Tribunes ha 
I aſke your voyces and your ſuffrages, 


Will you beſtow them friendly on Andronicus ? 


Tribunes. To gratifie the good Andronicus, 
And gratulate his fafe returne to Rome, 
The people will 3 whome he admits, 


or Tires Anpronrovs 
Titus. Tribunes I thanke you, and this ſute I make, 


: That you create your emperours eldeſt ſonne, 
Lord Saturnine, whoſe vertues will I hope, 


Reflect on Rome as Tytans rayes on earth, 
And ripen iuſtice in this common weale : 


Preſents well worthy Romes imperiall lord : 


Then if you will eleft by my aduiſe, 
Crowne him, and ſay, long line our emperour. 


Marcus. An. With voyces and applauſe of euery ſort, 
Patricians and Plebeans we create 
Lord Saturninus Romes great emperour. 
And ſay, Long liue our emperour Saturnine. 
Saturni. Titus Andronicus, for thy fauours done 
To vs in our election this day, 
I giue thee thankes in part of thy deferts, 
And will with deeds requite thy gentlenes: 
And for an onſet Titus to aduance 
Thy name, and honorable familie, 
Lauinia will I make my empreſſe, _ 
Romes royall miſtris, miſtris of my * 
And in the ſacred Pathan her eſpouſe: 
Tell me Andranicus doth this motion pleaſe thee? 
Titus, It doth my worthy lord, and in this match, 
I hold me highly honoured of your grace. 
And heere in ſight of Rome, to Saturnine, 
King and commander of our common weale, 
The wide worlds emperour, doe I conſecrate, 
My ſword, my chariot, and my priſoners, 


Receiue them then, the tribute that I owe, 
Mine honours enſignes humbled at thy feete. 
Satur. Thankes noble Titus, father of my life, 
How proud I am of thee, and of thy gifts 
Rome ſhall record, and when I do _— 
The leaſt of theſe vnſpeakable deſerts, i 1:6. 8 
Romans forget your fealtie to m. Tires. 
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Taz 1089 ERM HAEER TAXI DIE 
Tita: Now Miadahb ure y du Priſoner to bb wtipefour, ©: 


To him that for your honour and your ſtate, i Jo nne 


Will vſe you nobly and your followers. has as 
Satur. A gooly lady, truſt me of the hue 

That I would chooſe, were Ito chooſe anew 5 : 

Cleere vp faire queene that cloudy countenance, | 

Though chance of war hath' wrought this change of cheer?, 

Thou comſt not to be made a ſcorne in Rome : 

Princely ſhall be thy viage every way. 

Reſt on my word, and let not diſcontent 

Daunt all your hopes : madame he comforts you, 

Can make you greater then the queene of Gothes ; 

Lauinia you are not diſpleaſd with this. 

Lavinia. Not I my lord, ſith true nobilitie, 

Warrants theſe words in princely curteſie. 

Satur. Thankes ſweete Lauinia, Romans let vs goe, 

Raunſomles heere we ſet our priſoners free, 

Proclaime our honours lords with trumpe and drum, 
Baſſianus. Lord Titus by your leaue this maid is. mine. 
Titus. How fir, are you in earneſt then my lord? 
Baſſia. I noble Titus, and reſolu'd withall, 

To doe my ſelfe this reaſon and this right. 

Marcus. Suum cuiquam is our Romane iuſtice, 

This prince in iuſtice ceazeth but his owne. 
Lucius, And that he will and ſhall, if Lucius liuue. 
Titus. Traytors auaunt, where is the emperours _ ?. 

Treaſon my lord, Lauinia is 114 ag ie e 
Satur, Surpriſde, by wWhome? . a1; Þ 
Baſſia. By him that iuſtly may tra: 

Beare his betrothd, from all the world away. 

Mutius, Brothers helpe to conney: her hence 5 

And with my ſword lle keepe this doore ſafe. 7 
Titus. Follow my lord and Ile ſoone my her back. 
Mutius, My lord „ inn ba 
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Titus, What villaine boy, barſt me my way in Rome? 
Mutius. Helpe Lucius helpe. H. He hills him. 
Lucius. My lord you are. vaiaſt, and more then ſo, —- 
In wrongfull quarrell you haue ſlaine your ſonne. 
Titus, Nor thou, nor he are any ſonnes of mine, 
My ſonnes would neuer fo diſhonour me. 
Traytor reſtore Lavinia to the emperour. 
Lucius, Dead if you will but not to be his wife, 
That is anothers lawful promiſt loue. | 


Enter alsft the Emperour with Tamora 4 her two fonnes, 
and Aron the Moore. ; 


Emperour, No Titus, no, the emperour needs her not, 
Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy ſtocke : it 
Ile truſt by leiſure him that mocks me once, 
Thee neuer, nor thy trayterous haughty ſonnes, 
Confederates all thus to diſhonour mee. 
Was none in Nome to make a ſtale , 
But Saturnine? Full well Andronicus 
Agree theſe deeds, with that proud bragge of thine, 
That ſaidſt I begd the empire at thy hands, 

Titus, O monſtrous, what reprochfull words are theſe? 

Satur. But goe thy wayes, goe giue that changing _ 
To him that flouriſnt for her with his ſword : 

A valiant ſonne in law thou ſhalt enioy, 3 90 
One, fit to bandy with thy lawleſſe ſonnes, : 
To ruffle in the common-wealth of Nome. 

Titus, Theſe words are razors to my wounded hart. 

Satur. And therefore lonely Tamora queene of Gothes, 
That like the ſtately Thebe mongſt her nimphs, 

Dolt ouerſhine the gallant'ſt dames of Rome, 

If thou be pleaſd with this my fodaine choyſe, 

Behold I. chooſe thee Tamora for my bride, Es 
And will create thee empereſſe of Mm. 


— 


THE MOST LAMENTABLE:TrnaAGrenir 
Speake queene of Gothes'doſt thou-applaud' my ſh: 


And heere I ſweare by all the Romaine gods, 
g i Sith prieſt and holy water are fo neere, - 7 1 
10 And tapers burne ſo bright, and euery ching | | 
| 1 In readines for Hymeneus ſtand, e 
| il I will not reſalute the ſtreets of Rome, 146 1 
| th Or clime my pallace, til from forth this _ 


J lead eſpouſde my bride along with me. 

Tamora. And heere in ſight of heauen to Rome I ſweare, 
If Saturnine aduance the queene of Gothes, | 
She will a handmaid be to his deſires, 
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| i A louing nurſe, a mother to his youth. 

wil Sat. Aſcend faire queene, Panthean lords, accom pany 
ſl! Your noble emperour and his louely bride, 

Wl Sent by the heauens for prince Saturnine, 


MI! Whoſe wiſdome hath her fortune conquered, 

| 1 There ſhall we err N our ſpouſal rites. 

1 3 Exeunt omner. 
ll! Titus. Tam not bid to waite vpon this bride, 

1 Titus when wert thou wont to walke alone, 

Wil! Diſhonoured thus and challenged of wrongs ? 


Enter Marcus and Titus ſonnes. 


Ji Marcus. O Titus ſee! O ſee what thou haſt done! 
0 13 bad quarrell ſlaine a vertuous ſonne. 
[| Titus. No fooliſh Tribune, no : no ſonne of mine, 
100 Nor thou, nor theſe, confederates in the deede, 
ll That hath-diſhonoured all our family, 
16 Vnworthy brother, and vnworthy ſonnes. 
Wil Lucius, But Jet vs giue him buriall as becomes: 
At Gine Mutius buriall with our bretheren. 
"ht Titus, Traytors away, he reſts not in this tombe : 
| | | This monument fine hundreth yeares n e 
Iii Which I haue ſumptuouſly. reedified : WER: 1 
| It 0 Heere 
0 
| | 
| | 
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Heere none but ſouldiers and Numer ſerultore, 
oy Repoſe i in fame: none baſely flaine ia braules, 
| Bury him where you can he comes not heere. 
Marcus. My lord this is impiety in you, 

\ My nephew Mutius deeds do plead for him, 
3 He muſt be buried with his bretheren. 


5 Titus two fannes ſpeaker. 


And ſhall, or him we will accompany. | 
Titus. And ſhall ! What villaine was it ſpake that word? 


; Titus anne ſpeakes. 


He has would ron it in any place but heere. 
Titus, What would you bury him in my deſpight. 
Marcus. No noble Titus but intreat of thee, 

To pardon Mutius, and to bury him. 

Titus.” Marcus, even thou haſt ſtroke vpon my cold, 
And with theſe boyes mine honour thou haſt wounded, 
My foes I doe repute you euery one. 

So trouble me no more, but get you gone. 
3 Sonne. He is not with himſelfe, let vs withdraw, 
2 Sonne. Not I till Mutius bones be buried. 


wie hee, 1 A hy #5: 
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7 be brother and the fonnes kneele. 


Marcus. Brother, for in that name doth nature 33 
2 Sonne. Father, and in that name doth nature ſpeake. 
Titus, Speake thou no more if all the reſt will ſpeede. 
Marcus. Renowned Titus more then halfe my ſoule. 
Tut ius. Deare father, ſoule and ſubſtance of vs all. 
Mare. Suffer thy brother Marcus to interre 
His noble nephew heere in vertues neſt, 
That died in honour and Lauinias cauſe, 
Thon art a Romaine be not borbarous: 


The, 
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The Greekes vpon aduiſe did bury Hiax 
That ſlew himſelfe: and wiſe Laertes ſonne, 
Did graciouſly plead for his funerals : 
Let not young Mutius then that was thy ioy, 
Be bard his entrance heere. 
Titus. Riſe Marcus, riſe, 
The diſmalſt day is this that ere I ſaw, 
To be diſhonored. by my ſonnes in Rome 
Well bury him, and bury me the next. 
They put him in the tombe. 
Lucius, There lie thy bones ſweet Mutius with thy friends 
Till we with trophees do adorne thy tombe, 


They all kneele and ſay, 


No man ſhed teares for noble Mutius, 
He liues in fame that dide in vertues cauſe. 
Exit all but Marcus and Titus. 

Marcus. My lord to ſtep out of theſe dririe dumps, 
How comes it that the ſubtile queene of Gothes, 
Is of a ſodaine thus aduancd in Rome ? 

Titus. I know not Marcus : but I know it is, 
(Whether by deviſe or no) the heauens can tell, 
Is ſhe not then beholding to the man, 
That brought her for this high good turne ſo farre ? 


Enter the Emperor, Tamora and her two ſonnes, with the 
Moore at one doore. Enter at the other doore Baſlianus and 
Lauinia with others. 


Saturn. So Baſſianus, you haue plaid your prize, 
God giue you toy ſir of your gallant bride. 
Baſſi. And you of yours my lord. I ſay no more, 
Nor wiſh no leſſe, and ſo I take my leaue. 
Satur. Traytor, if Rome haue law, or we haue power, 
Thou and thy faction ſhall repent this rape. 
| Baſſe. 
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Baſſia. Rape call you it my lord, to ceaſe my owne, 


My true betrothed loue, and now my wife? 
But let the laws c of Rome determine all, 
Meane while I am poſſeſt of that is mine. 
Satur. Tis good fir, you are very ſhort with vs, 
But if we live weele be as ſharpe with you. 
Baſfan. My lord, what I haue done as beſt I may, 
Anſwere I muſt, and ſhall do with my life, 
Qnely thus much I giue your grace to know, 
By all the duties that I owe to Rome, 
This noble geatleman, lord Titus heere, 
Is in opinion and in honour wrong'd, 
That in the reſcue of Lauinia, 
With his owne hand did ſlay his youngeſt ſonne, 
In zeale to you, and highly mou'd to wrath. 
To be contrould in that he frankely gaue, 
Receaue him then to fauour Saturnine, . gy 
That hath expreſt himſelfe in all his deedes 
A father and a friend to thee and Rome. - 
Titus, Prince Baſſianus leaue to plead my Jeeds, 
Tis thou, and thoſe, that haue diſhonoured me, 
Rome and the righteous heauens be my iudge, 
How I haue lou'd and honoured Saturnine. 
Tamora. My worthy lord if euer Tamora, 
Were gracious in thoſe princely eyes of thine, 
Then heare me ſpeake indifferently for all : 


And at my ſute (ſweete) pardon what is paſt. 


Satur. What madam, be diſhonoured openly, 
And baſely put it vp without revenge? 
Tamora. Not ſo my lord, the gods of Rome forfend 
I ſhould be author to diſhonour you. 
But on mine honour dare I vndertake, | 
For good lord Titus innocence in all: 


Whoſe fury not diſſembled ſpeakes his griefes: 5 
Vol. III. * 
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Then at my ſute looke graciouſly on him, 
Looſe not ſo noble a friend on vaine ſuppoſe, 
Nor with ſowre lookes afflict his gentle heart. 
My lord, be ruld by me, be wonne at laſt, 
Diſſemble all your griefes and diſcontents, 
You are but newly planted in your throne, 
Leaſt then the people, and Patricians too, 
Vpon a iuſt ſuruay take Titus part, 
And ſo ſupplant vs for ingratude, 
Which Rome reputes to be a hainous ſinne. 
Yeeld at intreats, and then let me alone 
He finde a day to maſſacre them all, 
And race their faction and their familie, 
The cruell father, and his traytrous ſonnes, 
To whom I ſued for my deere ſonnes life. 
And make them know what tis to let a queene 
Kneele in the ſtreetes, and beg for grace in vaine. 
Come, come, ſweet emperour, (come Andronicus} 
Take vp this good old man, and cheere the heart, 
That dies in tempeſt of thy angry frowne. 
King. Riſe Titus, riſe, my empreſſe hath preuaild. 
Titus.. I thanke your maieſtie, and her my lord. 
FTheſe words, theſe lookes, infuſe new life in me. 
Tamora. Titus J am incorporate in Rome, 
A Roman now adopted happily, | 
And mult aduife the emperour for his good, 
This day all quarrels die Andronicus, 
And let it be mine honour good my lord, 
That I haue reconcil'd your friends and you. 
For you prince Baſſianus, I have paſt 
My word and promiſe to the emperour, 
That you will be more, milde and tractable. 
And feare not lords; and you Lawinia, - 
By my aduiſe all humbled on your knees, 
You ſhall aſke pardon of his maicſtic, 
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All. We doe, and vow to heanen, and to his highnes, 
That what we did, was mildly as we might, 
Tendring our ſiſters honour and our owne. 
Marc. That on mine honour heere I do proteſt, 
King. Away and talke not, trouble vs no more. 
Tamora. Nay, nay, ſweet emperour, we muſt all be friends 
The Tribune and his nephews kneele for grace, 
I will not be denied, ſweet hart looke back. | 
King. Marcus, for thy ſake and thy brothers heere, 
And at my louely Tamoras intreats, 
I doe remit theſe young mens haynous faults, 
Stand vp: Lauinia, though you left me like a churle, 
I found a friend, and ſure as death I ſwore, 
I would not part a batchiler from the prieſt. 
Come, if the emperours court can feaſt two brides, 
You are my gueſt Lauinia, and your friends : Y 
This day ſhall be a loue-day Tamora. 
Titus, To morrow and it pleaſe your maieſtie, 
To hunt the panther and the hart with me, 
With horne and hound, weele giue your grace bon i tour, 
Saturn. Be it ſo Titus, and gramercy to. 
5 Exeunt. Sound trumpets, manet Moore, 
Aron. Now climeth Tamora Olympus toppe, 9 2 
Safe out of fortunes ſhot, and ſits aloft, 


Secure of thunders cracke or lightning flaſh, 
Aduanc'd aboue pale enuies threatning reach, 
As when the golden ſunne ſalutes the morne, 


4 And hauing gilt the ocean with his beames, 


Guallops the zodiacke in his gliſtering coach, 


And ouer-lookes the higheſt piering kills. 
So Tamora, 


VPpon her wit doth earthly honour waite, 


And vertue ſtoopes and trembles at her frowne. 


L I Then Aron arme thy _ and fit thy thoughts, 
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To mount aloft with thy emperiall miſtris, 

And mount her pitch, whome thou in triumph long 
Haſt priſoner held, fettred in amorous chaines, 
And faſter bound to Arons charming eyes, 

Then is Prometheus tide to Caucaſus. 

Away with ſlanith weedes and idle thoughts, 

I will be bright and ſhine. in pearle and gold, 
To waite vpon this new made empereſſe. 

To waite ſaid I? to wanton with this queene, 
This goddeſſe, this Semerimis, this queene, 
This Syren; that will charme Romes Saturnine, 
And ſee his ſhipwracke, and his common-wealcs. 
Hollo, what ſtorme is this? 
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Enter Chiron and Demetrius brauing. 
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Demet. Chiron thy yeres wants wit, thy wit wants edge 
And manners to intrude where I am grac'd, 
And may for ought thou knoweſt affected be. 
Chiron. Demetrius, thou dooſt ouerweene in all, 
And ſo in this, to beare me downe with braues, 
Tis not the difference of a yere or two 
| Makes me lefle gracious, or thee more fortunate : 
I am as able, and as fit as thou, 
| To ſerue, and to deſerue my miſtris grace, 
| And that my ſword vpon thee ſhall approue, 
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| And plead my paſſions for Lauinias loue. 

Moore. Clubs, clubs, theſe louers will not keep the x peace. 

| Deme, Why boy, although our mother (vaaduizd) 

1 Gaue you a daunſing rapier by your fide, 

| Are you. ſo deſprat growne to threat your friends? ; 

| Goe too : haue your lath glued within your ſheath, _ 4 

Till you know better how*to handle it. : 
Chron. Meane while fir, with the little {kill I haue, 1 


Full well ſhalt thou perceiue how much I dare. 
Demet, 


1 * 


or Titus AN DRONTcUs. 


YE 

; Demet. I boy, grow ye ſo braue? | They draw. 
Aron. Why how now lords? 

: So neere the emperours pallace dare you draw, 

And maintaine ſuch a quarrell openly ? 

4 Full well I wote, the ground of all this grudge, a 

5 I would not for a million of gold; 


The cauſe were knowne to them it moſt concernes. 
Nor would your noble mother for much more 

Be ſo diſhonored in the court of Rome. 

For ſhame put vp. q 

Demet. Not I, till I has ſheathd 
My rapier in his boſome, and withall 
Thruſt theſe reprochfull ſpeeches downe his throat, 
That he hath breathd in my diſhonour heere. 

Chiron, For that I am prepard, and full reſolude, 
Foule ſpoken coward, that thundreſt with thy tongue, 
And with thy weapon nothing durſt performe. 

Moore. Away I ſay. 

Now by the gods that warlike Gothes adore, 

This petty brabble will vadoo vs all : 
Why lords, and thinke you not how dangerous 

It is to jet vpon a princes right? 

What is Lauinia then become ſo looſe, 

Or Baſſianus ſo degenerate, 

That for her loue ſuch quarrels may be brocht, 
Without controulement, iuſtice, or reuenge ? 
Young lords beware, and ſhould the empreſſe know, 
This diſcords ground, the muſicke would not pleaſe. 

Chiron, I care not 1, knew ſhe and all the world, 
I lone Lauinia more then all the world. 

Demet. Youngling learne thou to make ſome meaner choiſe 
Lauinia is thine elder brothers hope. | 

Moore. Why are ye mad? or know ye not in Rome, 
How furious and impatient they be, _ 

my And 
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And tannot brooke competitors in loue? 
I tell you lords, you doe but pot. your deaths, 
By this deviſe.  - 
Chiron. Aron, à thouſand deaths would I propa | 
To atchieue her whome Ido loue. 
Aron. To atchieue her, how! 
Demetri. Why, makes thou it ſo ſtrange? 
Shee is a woman, therefore may be woo'd, 
Shee is a woman, therefore may be wonne, 
Shee is Lauinia therefore muſt be lou'd. 
What man, more water glideth by the mill 
Then wots the miller of, and eaſie it is, 
Of a cut loafe to ſteale a ſhine we know: 
Though Baſſianus be the emperours brother, 
Better then he have worne Yulcans badge. 
Moore, I, and as good as Saturnine may. 
Demet. Then why ſhould he diſpaire that knowes to court it 
With words, faire lookes, and liberality ? 
What haſt not thou full often ſtrucke a doe, 
And borne her cleanly by the keepers noſe ? 
Moore. Why then it ſeemes ſome certaine ſnatch or ſo 
Would ſerue your turnes. 
Chiron. I ſo the turne were ſerued. 
Demet. Aron thou haſt hit it, 
Moore. Would you had hit it too, 
Then ſhould not we be tirde with this adoo. 
Why harke yee, harke yee, and are yon ſuch fools, 
To ſquare for this ? would it offend you then 
That both ſhould fpeede ? 
Chiron. Faith not me. 
Demet. Nor me, ſo I were one. 
Aron. For ſhame be friends, and toyne for that you iar, 
Tis pollicie and ſtratageme muſt doe 
That you affect, and ſo myſt you reſolue, 


That 


or Tirus ANDRONICUS: | 2: 


That what you cannot as you would atchieue, ---- :- 1 
You mult perforce accompliſh as you mar: 
Take this of me, Lucrece was not more chaſt | 
Then this Lauinia, Baſfranus love. n. 
A ſpeedier courſe this lingring Jlanguiſhment Rr net 7 
Muſt we perſue, and I haue found the path: = neo 
My lords, a ſolemne hunting is in hand, 

There will the louely Reman ladies troope : 

The foreſt walkes are wide and ſpacious, 

And many vnfrequented plots there are, 

Fitted by kinde for rape and villanie : 

Single you thither then this daintie doe, 

And ſtrike her home by force if not by words, 

This way or not at all, ſtand you in hope, 

Come, come, our empreſſe with her ſacred wit 

To villanie and vengeance conſecrate, 

Will we acquaint with all that we intend, 

And ſhe ſhall file our engines with aduiſe, 115 
That will not ſuffer you to ſquare your ſelues - 

But to your wiſhes height aduance you both. 

The emperours court is like the houſe of fame, 
The pallace full of tongues, of eyes, of cares: __- +-_ -* 
The woods are ruthles, dreadfull, deafe, and dull : . -.-* 
There ſpeake, and ſtrike braue boyes, and take your turneg: 


= There ſerue your luſt, ſhadowed from heauens 7. N 
And reuell in Lauinias treaſurie. W 690T 
* Chiron, Thy counſell lad ſmells of no amb. 1 10 
Demet. Sit fas aut nefas, till I finde the ſireame, © -: 
To coole this heate, a charme to calme their fits. 
Per Stigia, per manes vebor. £4: $ID 
Excunt. 
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Enter Titus Andronicus and his three ſonnes, making à Noyj: 
with hounds and hornes. 


Titus, The hunt is vp, the morne is bright and gray, 
The fields are fragrant, and the woods are greene, 
Vncouple heere, and let vs make a bay, 

And wake the emperour, and his louely bride, 
And rouze the prince, and ring a hunters peale, 
That all the court may eccho with the noyſe. 
Sonnes let it be your charge, as it is ours, 

To attend the emperours perſon carefully: 

I haue bene troubled in my ſleepe this night, 
But dawning day new comfort hath inſpirde. 


Heere a cry of houndes, and winde hornes in a peale, then enter 
Saturninus, Tamora, Baſſianus, Lauinia, Chiron, Deme- 
trius, and their attendants. 


Titus. Many good morrowes to your maieſtie, 
Madam to you as many and as good. 
I promiſed your grace, a hunters peale. 
Saturnine. And you haue rung it luſtily my lords, 
Somewhat to early for new married ladies. 
Baſſia. Lauinia, how ſay you? ? 
Lauinia. I ſay no: I haue bene broad awake two houres and 
more. | | 
Satur. Come on then, horſe and chariots let vs haue, 
And to our ſport : madam, now ſhall ye ſee, 
Our Romaine hunting. 
Marcus. I haue doggs my lord, 
Will rouze the proudeſt panther in the chaſe, 
And clime the higheſt promontary top, 
Titus, And I have horſe will follow where the game 
Makes way, and runnes like ſwallowes ore the plaine. 
| Dem. 


or TiTvs AnpRONICUS, 


Deme. Chiron we hunt not we, with horſe nor hound 
But hope to plucke a dainty doe to ground, Exeunt. 


Enter Aron alone. 


More, He that had wit would thinke that I had none, 
4 To bury ſo much gold vader a tree, 
And neuer after to inherite it. 
Let him that thinks of me fo abiectly, 
Eno that this gold muſt coine a ſtratageme, 
1 Which cunningly effected, will beget 
A very excellent peece of villany : 
And fo repoſe ſweet gold for their vnreſt, 
That haue their almes out of the empreſſe cheſt. 


Enter Tamora alone to the Meore. 


* Tamora. My louely Aron, wherefore look'ſt thou ſad, 
When every thing doth make a gleefull boaſt ? 
Ihe birds chaunt melody on every buſh, 
7 The ſuake lies rolled in the chearefull ſunne, 
The greene leaues quiuer with the cooling winde, 
And make a checkerd ſhadow on the ground: 
Z Vander their ſweer ſhade, Aron let vs ſit, 
And whilſt the babling ecchoe mocks the hounds, 
Z Replying ſhrilly to the well tun'd hornes, 
4s if a double hunt were heard at once, 
Let vs ſit downe and marke their yellowing noyſe: 
And after conflict ſuch as was ſuppoſde 
The wandring prince and Dido once enioyed, 
When with a happy ſtorme they were ſurpriſde, 
And curtaind with a counſaile-keeping caue, 
We may each wreathed in the others armes, 
(Our paſtimes done) poſſeſſe a golden lumber, | 
While hounds and hornes, and ſweet melodious birds 
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THE MOST LAMENTABLYE TR ACOEDIR 


Be vnto vs as is a nurſes ſong 


Of lullabie, to bring her babe aſleeps;. | 
Aron. Madame, though Venus gouerne your deſires, 

Saturne is dominator ouer mine? 

What ſignifies my deadly ſtanding eye, 

My ſilence, and my cloudie melancholie, 

My fleece of woolly haire that now vncurles, 

Euen as an adder when ſhe doth vnrowle 

To do ſome fatall execution? 

No madam, theſe are no veneriall ſignes, 

Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand, 

Blood and reuenge are hammering in my head. 

Harke Tamora the empreſſe of my ſoule, 

Which neuer hopes more heauen then reſts in thee, 

This is the day of doome for Baſſianus, 

His Philomel muſt looſe her tongue to day, 

Thy ſonnes make pillage of her chaſtity, 

And waſh their hands in Baſſianus blood, 

Seeſt thou this letter, take it vp I pray thee, 

And giue the king this fatall plotted ſcrowle, 

Now queſtion me no more we are eſpied, 

Heere comes a parcell of our hopefull booty, 

Which dreads not yet their lives deſtruction. 


Enter Baſſianus and Lauinia. 


Tamora. Ah my ſweete Moore, ſweeter to me then life, 
Ncore. No more great emprelle, Baſſianus comes, 

Be croſſe with him, and Ile goe fetch thy ſonnes 

To backe thy quarrell what ſo ere they be. 
Baſſia. Who haue we heere ? Romes royall empreſſe, 


Vnfurniſht of our well beſeeming troope ? 


Or is it. Dian habited like her, n 
Who hath abandgned her holy groues, 
To ſee the generall hunting in this forreſt ? 


Tamora. 
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Famora. Sawcie controuler of qur priuate ſteps, 
"Had I the power, that ſome ſay Dian had, 
Thy temples ſhould be planted preſently, 
With hornes as was Acteons, and the hounds, 
Should driue vpon his new transformed limbes, 
Vnmannerly intruder as thou art. 
Lauinia. Vnder your patience gentle empreſſe, 
Tis thought you haue a goodly gift in horning, 
* to be doubted that your Moore and you, 
4 Are ſingled forth to try experiments: 
3 ue ſhield your huſband from his hounds to day, 
Iis pitty they ſhould take him for a ſtag. 
; Baſſian. Beleeve me queene your {warty Cymerion, - 
E Doth make your honour of his bodies hue, 
Y Spotted, deteſted, and abhominable. 
3 Why are you ſequeſtred from all your traine ? 
5 Diſmounted from your ſnow white goodly ſteed, 
Z And wandred hither to an obſcure plot, 
Z Accompanied with a barbarous Moore, 
1 If foule deſire had not conducted you? 
* Lavinia, And being intercepted in your ſport, 
Great reaſon that my noble lord be rated 
For ſauſines, I pray you let vs hence, 
And let her ioy her rauen culloured loue, 
This valley fits the purpoſe paſſing well. 
* Baſjia, The king my brother ſhall haue notice of this, 
= Lauinia, I, for theſe ſlips haue made him noted long, 
= Good king to be ſo mightily abuſed. 
Z 2ueene, Why I haue patience to endure all this. 


Enter Chiron and Demetrius. 


Diem. How now deere ſoueraigne and our gracious mother 
Why doth your highnes look fo pale and wan? 


Queens. 


THE MOST LAMENTABLE TRACGCEDIE 


Queene. Haue I not reaſon thinke you to looke pale 

Theſe two haue tyced me hither to this place, 

A barren, deteſted vale you ſee it is, 

The trees though ſommer, yet forlorne and leane, 

Orecome with moſſe and balefull miſſelto. 

Heere neuer ſhines the ſunne, heere nothing breeds, 

Vnleſſe the nightly owle or fatall rauen: 

And when they ſhowd me this abhorred pit, 

They told me heere at dead time of the night, 

A thouſand feinds, a thouſand hifling ſnakes, 

Ten thouſand ſwelling toades, as many vrchins, 

Would make ſuch fearefull and confuſed cries, 

As any mortall body hearing it 

Should ſtraite fall mad, or elſe die ee 

No ſooner had they told this helliſh tale, 

But ftrait they told me they would binde me heere, 

Vato the body of a diſmall ewe, 

And leaue me to this miſerable death. 

And then they calld me foule adultereſſe, 

Laſciuious Gt, and all the bittereſt tearmes, 

That euer eare did heare to ſuch effect. 

And had you not by wondrous fortune come, 

This vengeance on me had they executed: 

Reuenge it as you loue your mothers life, 

Or be ye not henceforth cald my children. 
Demet. This is a witnes that I am thy ſonne. Stab him. 
Chiron. And this for me ſtrook home to ſhew my ſtrength. 
Lauinia. I come Semeramis, nay barberous Tamora. \ 

For no name fits thy nature but thy owne. . + 
Tamora. Giue me thy ponyard, you ſhal know my 3 * 

Your mothers hand ſhall right your mothers wrong. 1 
Demet. Stay madam, heere is more belongs to her, 

Firſt thraſh the corne, then after burne the ſtraw. 

This minion ſtood vpon her chaſtity, - 
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or Trrus AnDRONICUS, 


; Vpon her nuptiall vow, her loyaltie. 
* And with that painted hope, braues your mightines, 
A And ſhall ſhe carry this vnto her graue ? 


Chiron. And if ſhe doe, I would IT were an euenuke, 


3 Dragg hence her huſband to ſome ſecret hole, 
And make his dead trunke pillow to our luſt. 


Tamora. But when ye haue the honny we deſire, 
Let not this waſpe out-liue vs both to ſting. 

Chiron. I warrant you madam we will make that ſure, 
Come miſtris, now perforce we will enioy, 

That nice preſerued honeſtie of yours. 

Lauinia. Oh Tamora, thou beareſt a womans face. 

Tamora. I will not heare her ſpeake, away with her, 

Lauinia Sweet lords intreat her heare me but a word. 

Demet. Liſten faire madam, let it be your glory 
To ſee her teares, but be your hart to them 
As vnrelenting flint to drops of raine. 

Lauinia. When did the tigers young ones teach the dam? 
O doe not learne her wrath, ſhe taught it thee, 

The milke thou ſuckſt from her did turne to marble, 
Euen at thy teat thou hadſt thy tyranny, 

Yet euery mother breeds not ſonnes alike, 

Do thou intreat her ſnew a woman pitty. 

Chiron. What wouldſt thou haue me proue my ſelfe a baſtard. 
Lauinia. Tis true, the rauen doth not hatch a larke, 
Yet haue IT heard, oh could I finde it now, 

The lion moued with pitty, did indure 
To haue hs princely pawes parde all away. 
Some ſay that rauens foſter forlorne children, 
The whilſt their owne birds famiſh in their neſts: 
Oh be to me though thy hard hart ſay no, 
Nothing ſo kinde but ſomething pittifull. 
Tamora., I know not what it meanes, away with her. 


Lauinia. Oh let me teach thee for my fathers ſake, 
That 
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Tre MOST LAMENTABLE TRAGEDIE 


That gave thee life when well he might have Laine thee, 
Be not obdurate, open thy deafe eares, 
Tamora. Hadſt thou in perſon nere offended me, 
Euen for his ſake am I pittileſſe. 
Remember boyes I powrd forth teares in vaine, 
To ſaue your brother from the ſacrifice, 
But fierce Andronicus would not relent, 
Therefore away with her, and vie her as you will, 
The worle to her, the better lou'd of me. 
Lauinia. Oh Tamora be calld a gentle queene, 
And with thine owne hands kill me in this place, 
For tis not life that I haue begd ſo long, 
Poore I was ſlaine when Baſſianus dide. 
Tamora. What begſt thou then? fond woman let me -goe? 
Lauinia. Tis preſent death I beg, and one thing more, 
That womanhood denies my tongue to tell, 
Oh keepe me from their worſe then killing luſt, 
And tumble me into ſome loathſome pit, 
W here neuer mans eye may behold my body, 
Doe this and be a charitable murderer, 
Tamora. So ſhould IT rob my ſweet ſonnes of their fee. 
No, let them fatisfie their luſt on thee. 
Demet. Away, for thou haſt ſtaid vs heere too a Jones: 7 
Lauinia. No grace, no womanhood, ah beaſtly creature, 
The blot and enemy to our generall name, 
Confuſion fall 
Chiron. Nay then Ile top your mouth, bring thou her buf- 
band 
This is the hole where 4ren bid vs hide him. | 
Tamora. Farewell my ſonnes ſee that you make her ſure, 
Nere let my hart know merry cheere iadeed, 
Till all the Andrenicie be made away: 
Now will I hence to ſeeke my lovely Moore, 
And let my | pleenefull ſonnes this trull defloure. 


”_; 


Enter 


or Titus AnpRONICUS. 


Enter Aron with two of Titus ſonnes. 


Come on my lords, the better foote before, 
I | Straight will I bring you to the lothſome pit, 
Where 1 eſpied the panther faſt aſleepe. 
Quintus. My ſight is very dull what ere it bodes. 
Mart. And mine I promiſe you, were it not for ſhame, 
Well could I leave our ſport to ſleepe awhile. 
Quin. What art thou fallen? what ſubtile hole is this, 
Whoſe mouth is couered with rude growing briers, 
Vpon whoſe leaues are drops of new ſhed blood, 
As freſh as mornings dew diſtild on flowers, 
A very fatall place it ſeemes to me, 
Speake brother haſt thou hurt thee with the fall? 
Marti. O brother, with the diſmalſt obiect, 
That euer eye with ſight made hart lament. 
Aron. Now will J fetch the king to find them heere, 
That he thereby may haue a likely geſſe, 
How theſe were they that made away his brother. Exit. 
Marti. Why doſt not comfort me and helpe me out, 
From this vnhollow and blood ſtained hole. 
Quint. I am ſurpriſed with an vncouth feare, 
A chilling ſweat oreruns my trembling ioynts, 
My hart ſuſpects more then mine eie can ſee, 
Mart, To proue thou haſt a true divining hart, 
Aron and thou looke downe into this den, 
And ſee a fearefull ſight of blood and death. 
Nuint. Aron is gone, and my compaſſionate hart, 
Will not permit mine eyes once to behold, 
Ihe thing whereat it trembles by ſurmife: 
> Oh tell me how it is, for nere till now 
Was I a child, to feare I know not what. 
Martius. Lord Baſſianus lies embrewed heere, 


Tak MOST LAMENTABLE TeAGEpir 


All on a heape like to a ſlaughtred lambe, 

In this deteſted darke blood drinking pit. 
Quintus. If it be darke how dooſt thou know tis he? 
Martius. Vpon his bloody finger he doth weare 

A precious ring, that lightens all the hole: 

Which like a taper in ſome monument, 

Doth ſhine vpon the dead mans earthly cheekes, 

And ſhewes the ragged intrailes of this pit : 

So pale did ſhine the moone on Piramus, 

When he by night lay bath'd in maiden blood, 

O brother helpe me with thy falnting hand, 

If feare hath made thee faint, as mee it hath, 

Out of this fell deuonring receptacle, 

As hatefall as Ocitus miſtie mouth. ; 
Quint. Reach me thy hand, that I may help thee out, 

Or wanting ſtrength to doe thee ſo much good, 

I may be pluckt Into the ſwallowing wombe, 

Of this deepe pit, poore Baſſianus graue? 

I haue no ſtrength to plucke thee to the brink. 


- 


Martius. Nor I no ſtrength to clime without thy help. 


Quin. Thy hand once more, I will not looſe againe, 
Till thou art heere aloft, or I below, 


Thou canſt not come to me, I come to thee. 


Enter the Emperour, Aron the Moore. 


Saline: 43 with me, Ile ſee what hole is heere, 
And what he is that now is leapt into it. 
Say, who art thou that lately didſt deſcend, 
Into this gaping hollow of the earth ? | 


Martius. The vnhappie ſonne of old Andronicus, 
Bronght hither in a moſt vnluckie houre, 
| To finde thy brother Baſſianus dead. 


Saturrin,” My brother dead, I ko thou doſt but ieſt, 
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or Titus ANDRONICUSs 


He and his lady both are at the lodge, 
Vpon the north ſide of this pleaſant chaſe, 
Tis not an houre ſince I left bim there. 
Mart. We know not where you left them all aliue, 
But out alas, heere haue we found him dead. 


Enter Tamora, Andronicus and Lucius. 


Tamora. Where is my lord the king? 
King. Here Tamora, though grieud with killing griefe. 
Tamora. Where is thy brother Baſſianus ? | 
King. Now to the bottome doſt thou ſearch my wound, 
Poore Baſſianus heere lies murthered. 
Tamora. Then all too late I bring this fatal writ, 
The complot of this timeles tragedie, 
And wonder greatly that mans face can fold, 
In pleaſing ſmiles ſuch murderous tyrannie. 
She giueth Saturnine a letter. 


Saturninus reads the letter. 


And if we miſſe to meete him hanſomely, 
Sweet huntſman Baſſianus tis we meane, 
Doe thou ſo much as dig the graue for him, 
Thou knowſt our meaning, looke for thy reward. 
Among the nettles at the elder tree, 

Which ouer-ſhades the mouth of that ſame pit, 
Where we decreed to bury Baſſianus, 
Doe this and purchaſe vs thy laſting friends. 


King. Oh Tamora was euer heard the like? 

This is the pit, and this the elder tree, 

Looke firs if you can finde the huntſman out, 

That ſhould haue murthered Baſſanus heere. | 
Aron. My gracious lord heere is the bag of gold. 
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THE MOST LAMENTABLE TRAGEDIE 


King. Two of thy whelpes, fell curs of bloody. kinde, 
Haue heere bereft my brother of his life : 

Sirs drag them from the pit ynto the priſon, .. 
There let them bide vntill we haue deuiſd 
Some neuer heard-of tortering paine for them. 

Tamora. What are they in this pit, oh wondrous thing! 
How eaſily murder is diſcouered? 

Titus. High emperour vpon my feeble knee, 

I beg this boone, with teares not lightly ſhed, 
That this fell fault of my accurſed ſonnes, 
Accurſed, if the faults be prou'd in them. 

King. If it be prou'de! you fee it is apparant, 
Who found this letter, Tamora was it you? 

Tamora. Andronicus himſelfe did take it vp. 

Titus. I did my lord, yet let me be their belle, 
For by my fathers reuerent tombe I vow . 

They ſhall be ready at your highnes will, 
To aunſwere their ſuſpition with their lines. 

King. Thou ſhalt not baile them, fee thou follow n me. 
Some bring the murthered body, ſome the murtherers, 
Let them not ſpeake a word, the guilt is plaine, 

For by my ſoule, were there worſe end then death, 
That end vpon them ſhould be executed. 4 5 

Tamera. Andronicus I wil entreat the king, 

Feare not thy ſonnes, they ſhall do well enough. | 

Titus. Come Lucius come, ſtay not to talke with them. 


Enter the empreſſe ſonnes, with Lauinia, her hands cut off and 
her tongue cut out, and rauiſbt. 


Demet. So now goe tell and if thy tongue can (| peake, 
Who twas that cut thy tongue and rauiſht thee, | 

Chiron. Write downe thy minde, bewray thy weng ſo, 
And if thy ſtumpes will let thee play the ſcribe. 


* Demet. 


or Tirvs AnDrontcvs. 


Demet. See how with ſignes and tokens ſhe can "Crowle: | 
Chiron. Goe home, call for ſweet water, waſh thy hands, | 
Deme. She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to waſh, 

And ſo lets leaue her to her ſilent walkes. 7 SR 
Chiron. And twere my cauſe, I ſhould goe hang my ſelfe, 
Demet. If thou hadſt hands to helpe thee knit the cord. 


Enter Marcus from hunting. 


Who is this my neece that flies away ſo faſt ? 

Coſen a word, where is your huſband ? 

If I do dreame would all my wealth would wake me, 
If I doe wake, ſome planet ſtrike me downe, 

That I may ſlumber-in eternall ſleepe. 

Speake gentle neece, what ſterne vngentle hands, 
Hath lopt and hewd, and made thy body bare, 


Of her two branches, ' thoſe ſweet ornaments 


Whoſe circling ſhadowes, kings hane ſought to , in, 8 


And might not gaine ſo great a happiness N 
As halfe thy loue: why dooſt not ſpeake to me? 3 21109 
Alas, a crimſon river of warme blood, 5201 300 mat 15 
Like to a bubling fountain ſtird with winde, 


Doth riſe and fall betweene thy roſed lips, 
Comming and going with thy honny breath. 5 
But ſure ſome Tereus hath defloured thee, ISL 
And leaſt thou ſhouldſt detect them, cut thy tongue. 
Ah now thou turnſt away thy face for ſhame. 

And notwithſtanding all this loſſe of blood, 

As from a conduit with their iſſuing ſpouts, 

Yet doe thy cheekes locke red as Titans face, 
Bluſhing to be encountred with a clowde. - 

Shall I ſpeake for thee, ſhall J ſay tis ſo? 

Oh that I knew thy hart, and knew the beaſt, 

That I might raile at him to eaſe my minde. 
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THE MOST  LAMENTABLE TRACEDIE 


Sorrow concealed, like an ouen ſtopt, 

Doth burne the hart to cinders where it is. 

Faire Philomella ſhe but loſt her tongue, 

And in a tedious ſampler ſowed her minde. 

But louely neece, that meane is cut from thee, 

A craftier Tereus haſt thou met, 

And he hath cut thoſe pretty fingers off, 

That could haue better ſowed then Philomel. 

Oh had the monſter ſeene thoſe lilly hands, 
Tremble like aſpen leaues vpon a lute, 

And make the ſilken ſtrings delight to kiſſe them, 
He would not then haue toucht them for his life. 
Or had he heard the heauenly harmony, 
Which that ſweet tongue hath made: 
He would haue dropt his knife and fell aſleepe, 

As Cerberus at the Thracian poets feete. 

Come let vs goe, and make thy father blinde, 

For ſach a ſight will blinde a fathers eye. 

One houres ſtorme will drowne the fragrant meades, 

What will whole months of teares thy fathers eyes? 

Doe not draw backe, for we will mourne with thee, 
Oh could our mourning eaſe thy miſery, Exeunt. 


* 


Enter the iudges and ſenatours with Titus fawo fonnes bound, 
paſſing on the ſtage to the place of executien, and T's ge- 
ing before pleading. 


Titus. Heare me graue fathers, noble Tribunes ſtay, 
For pitty of mine age, whoſe youth was ſpent 
In dangerous warres, whilſt you ſecurely flept. 
For all my blood in Remes great quarrel! ſhed, 
For all the froſty nights that I haue watcht, 
And for theſe bitter teares, which now you ſee, 
Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheekes, 
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or Tirvs ANDRONICUS: 


Be pittifull to my condemned ſonnes, 

Whoſe ſoules is not corrupted as tis thought. 
For two and twenty ſonnes I neuer wept, 
Becauſe they died in Eo2ours lofty bed. 


Andronicus /yeth downe, and the iudges paſſe by him. 


For theſe, Tribunes, in the duſt I write 
My harts deepe languor, and my ſoules fad teares : 
Let my teares ſtanch the earths drie appetite, 


My ſonnes ſweet blood, will make it ſhame and bluſh : 


O earth, I will befriend thee more with raine 
That ſhall diſtill from theſe two ancient ruines, 
Then youthfull Aprill ſhall with all his ſhowres. 
In ſummers drought, Ile drop vpon thee ſtill, 

In winter with warme teares Ile melt the ſnow, 
And keepe eternall ſpring time on thy face, 

So thou refuſe to drinke my deere ſonnes blood. 


Enter Lucius, with his weapons drawne. 


Oh reuerent Tribunes, oh gentle aged men, 
Vabinde my ſonnes, reuerſe the doome of death, 
And let me ſay (that neuer wept before) 

My teares are now preuailing oratours. 


Lucius. Oh noble father you lament in vaine, 


The Tribunes heare you not, no man is by, 

And you recount your ſorrowes to a ſtone, 
Titus. Ah Lucius for thy brothers let me plead, 

Graue Tribunes, once more I intreat of you. 


Lucius. My gracious lord, no Tribune heares you ſ peak. 


Titus, Why tis no matter man, if they did heare 


They would not marke me, or it they did marke, 
All bootleſſe vnto them. 
Therefore I tell my ſorrowes bootles to the Hanes, 
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Who thongh they cannot anſwere my diſtreſſe, 
Yet in ſome tort they are better then the Tribunes, 
For that they will not intercept my tale 
When I doe weepe, they humbly at my feete, 


| Receiue my teares, and ſeeme to weepe with me, 


And were they but attired in graue weedes, 

Nome could afford no Tribune like to theſe. | 

A ſtone is ſoft as waxe, Tribunes more hard then ſtones : 

A ſtone is filent, and offendeth not, 

And Tribunes with their tongues doome men to death. 

But wherefore ſtandſt thou with thy weapon drawne ? 
Lucius, To reſcue my two brothers from their death, 

For which attempt the iudges haue pronounſt 


My euerlaſting doome of baniſhment. 


Titus. Q happy man, they haue befriended there 
Why foolifh Lucius, doſt thou not perceaue 
That Rome is but a wildernes of tigers? 
Tigers muſt prey, and Rome affords no prey 
But me and mine : how happy art thou then, 
From theſe deuonrers to be baniſhed ? 


But who.comes with our brother Marcus heere ? 


Enter Marcus and Lauinia. 


Marcus, Titus, prepare thy noble eyes to weepe, 
Or if not ſo, thy noble heart to breake : 
I bring conſuming forrow to thine age. 

Titus, Will it conſume me? Let me ſee it then. 

Marc. Fhis was thy daughter. | 

Titus. Why Marcus ſo ſhe is. 

Lucius, Aye me, this obiect kils me. 

Titus. Faint-harted boy, ariſe and looke vpon her, 


Speake Lavinia, what accurſed hand, 
Hath made thee handleſſe in thy fathers Gght? 


What 
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What foole hath added water to the ſea? 

Or brought à faggot to bright burning Troy ? 

My griefe was at the height before thou camſt, 

And now like Nylus it difdaineth bounds : 

Giue me a {word He chop off my hands too, 

For they haue fought for Rome, and all in vaine: 

And they haue nurſt this woe, in feeding life ; 

In booteleſſe prayer haue they bene held vp, 

And they haue ſeru'd me to effectleſſe vie. 

Now all the ſeruice I require of them, 

Is that the one will helpe to cut the other? 

Tis well Lavinia that thou haſt no hands, 

For hands to do Rome ſeruice, is but vaine. 
Lucius. Speake gentle ſiſter who hath marterd thee? 
Marcus. O that delightfull engine of her thoughts, 

That blabd them with ſuch pleaſing eloquence, 

Is torne from forth that pretty hollow cage, | 

Where like a ſweet mellodious bird it ſung, 

Sweet varied notes inchaunting euery eare. 


Lucius. Oh ſay thou for her, who hath done this'deede? 


Marc. Oh thus F found her ſtraying in the parke, 
Seeking to hide herſelfe as doth the deare 
That hath receaude ſome varecuring wound. 

Titus. It was my deare, and he that wounded her, 
Hath hurt me more then had he kild me dead : 
For now I ſtand as one vpon a rock, 
Inuirond with a wildernes of ſea, 5 
Who markes the waxing tide, grow waue by waue, 3 
Expecting euer when ſome enuious ſurge, 
Will in his briniſh bowels ſwallow him. | 
This way to death my wretched ſonnes are gone, 
Heere ſtands my other ſonne, a baniſht man, 
And heere my brother weeping at my woes, 
But that which giues my ſouleè the greateſt ſpurne; 
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Is deere Lauinia, deerer then my ſoule. 
Had I but ſeene thy picture in this pli ght, 
It would haue madded me: What ſhall I doe, 
Nowe I beholde thy liuely body ſo? 
Thou haſt no hands to wipe away thy teares, 
Nor tongue to tell mz who hath marterd thee : 
Thy huſband he is dead, and for his death 
Thy brothers are condemnde, and dead by this. 
Locke Marcus, ah ſonne Lucius looke on her, 
When I did name her brothers, then freſh teares 
Stood on her cheekes, as doth the honny dew, 
Vpon a gathred lillie almoſt withered, 
Marc. Perchance ſhe weepes becauſe they kild her huſband, 
Perchance becauſe ſhe knowes him innocent. | 
Titus, If they did kill thy huſband then be ioyfall, 
Becauſe the law hath tane reuenge on them. 
No, no, they would not doe ſo foule a decde, 
Witnes the ſorrow that their ſiſter makes. 
Gentle Lauinia let me kiſſe thy lips, 
Or make ſome ſigne how I may do thee eaſe : 
Shall thy good vncle, and thy brother Lucius, 
And thou and I ſit round about ſome fountaine, 
Looking all downewards to behold our cheekes 
How they are ſtaind in meadowes yet not dry, 
With miery ſlime left on them by a flood? 
And in the fountaine ſhall we gaze ſo long, 
Till the freſh taſte be taken from that cleerenes, 
And made a brine pit with our bitter teares.? 
Or ſhall we cut away our hands like thine ? 
Or ſhall we bite our tongues, and in dumbe ſhews 
Paſſe the remainder of our hatefull daies ? 
What ſhall we doe? let vs that haue our tongues 
Plot ſome deuiſe of further miſery 
To make vs wondred at in time to come. 
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Luci. Sweet father ceaſe your teares, for at your gtlefe 
See how my wretched ſiſter ſobs and weeps. | 
Mart. Patience deere neece, good Titus drie thine eyes. 
Titus. Ah Marcus, Marcus, brother well I wote, 
Thy napkin cannot drinke a teare of mine, 
For thou poore man haſt drownd it with thine owne. 
Luci. Ah my Lauinia I will wipe thy cheekes. 
Titus, Mark Marcus marke, I vnderſtand her ſignes, | 
Had ſhe a tongue to ſpeake, now would the ſay 
That to her brother which I ſaid to thee. 
His napkin with her true teares all bewet, 
Can do no ſeruice on her ſorrowfull cheekes, 
Oh what a ſimpathy of woe is this! 
As farre from helpe as limbo is from bliſſe. 


Enter Aron the Mere alone. | 


More. Titus Andronicus, my lord the emperour, 
Sends thee this word, that if thou loue thy ſonnes, 
Let Marcus, Lucius, or thy ſelfe old Titus, ; 
Or any one of you,. chop off your hand, 

And ſend it to the king, he for the fame, 
Will ſend thee hither both thy ſonnes aliue, 
And that ſhall be the raunſome for their fault. 

Titus, Oh gracious emperour, oh gentle Aron, 


| Did euer rauen ſing ſo like a larke, 


That giues ſwcet tydings of the ſunnes vpriſe? 
With all my hart, Ile fend the emperour my hand, 


© Good Aron wilt thou help to chop it off ? 


Lucius, Stay father, for that noble hand of thine, 5 
That hath throwne downe ſo many enemies, 
Shall not be ſent: my hand will ſerue the turne, 


My youth can better ſpare my blood then you, 


And therefore mine ſhall ſaue my brothers liues. 
: | Marc, 
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Marc. Which of your hands hath not defended Rome, 
And reard aloft the bloody battleaxe, 
Wrighting deſtruction on the enemies caſtle ? 
Oh none of both but are of- high deſert : 
My hand hath bene but idle, let it ſerue 
To raunſome my two nephewes from their death, 
'Then haue I kept it to'a worthy end. 

Moore. Nay come agree whoſe hand ſhall goe along, 
For feare they die before their pardon come. 

Marcus. My hand ſhall goe, 

Lucius. By heaven it ſhall not goe. 

Titus. Sirs ſtrive no more, ſuch withred hearbs as theſe 
Are meete for plucking vp, and therefore mine, 

Luciu. Sweet father, if I ſhall be thought thy ſonne, 
Let me redeeme my brothers both from death, 
Marcus. And for our fathers ſake, and mothers care, 

Now let me ſhow a brothers loue to thee. 
Titus. Agree betweene you, I will ſpare my hand. 
Lucius. Then Ile goe fetch an axe. 
Marc. But I will vſe the axe. Exeunt, 
Titus. Come hither Aron, Ile deceive them both, 

Lend me thy hand, and I will giue thee mine. 
Moore. If that be cald deceit, I will be honeſt, 

And neuer whilſt I line deceive men ſo: 

But Ile deceive you in another ſort, 

And that youle fay ere half an houre paſſe. 


Hee cuts off Titus hand. 


Enter Lucius and Marcus againe. 


Titus, Now ſtay your ſtrife, what ſhall be is diſpatcht: 
Good Aron giue his maieſtie my hand, 
Tell him it was a: hand that warded him 
From thouſand- dangers: bid him bury it: 
More 


or Tirus AnpRONICUs, 


More hath it merrited: that let it haue. 

As for my ſonnes, fay I account of them, 

As iewels purchaſt at an eaſie price, 

And yet deere too, becauſe I bought mine owne, 
Aron, I goe Andronicus, and for thy hand, 
Locke by and by to haue thy ſonnes with thee. 


Their heads I meane : oh how this villany, 
Doth fat me with the very thoughts of it. 


Wl good, and faire men call for grace, 


Aron will haue his ſoule blacke like his face. Exit. 


Titus. O heere J lift this one hand vp to heauen, 
And bow this feeble ruine to the earth, 

lf any power pitties wretched teares, 

© To that I call: what would thou kneele with me? 

| ; Doe then deare heart, for heauen ſhall heare our prayers, 


Or with our ſighs weele breath the welkin dimme, 


And ſtaine the ſunne with fogge as ſometime cloudes, 
©” When they do hug him in their melting boſomes. 
| Marcus, Oh brother ſpeake with poſſibilities, 
And do not breake into theſe deepe extreames. 
E Titus, Is not my ſorrow deepe, hauing no bottome ? 
Thea be my paſſions bottomleſſe with them. 
Marcus. But yet let reaſon gouerne thy lament. 
Titus. If there were reaſon for theſe miſeries, 
Then into limits could I binde my woes: | 
| When heauen doth weepe, doth not the earth oreflaw ? 
If the windes rage, doth not the ſea wax. mad, 
| Threatning the welkin with his bigſwolne face? 
And wilt thou haue a reaſon for this coile ? 
I am the ſea. Harke how her ſighes doe flow: 
| Shee is the weeping welkin, I the earth: 

Then muſt my ſea be moned with her ſighes, 
Then muſt my earth with her continuall teares, 


| Become a deluge : oyerflowed and. drowned; 


Rent of thy ſiluer haire, thy e other hand 
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For why, my bowels cannot hide her woes, 
But like a drunkard muſt T vomit them. 

Then giue me leaue, for looſers will haue leaue, 
To eaſe their ſtomackes with their bitter tongues. 


Enter a Meſſenger with two heads and a hand. 


Meſſen. Worthy Andronicus, ill art thou repaid, 

For that good hand thou ſentſt the emperour: 

Heere are the heads of thy two noble ſonnes, 

And heeres thy hand in ſcorne to thee ſent backe: 

Thy griefes their ſports : thy refolution mockt : 

That woe is me to thinke vpon thy woes, 

More then remembrance of my fathers death. Exit. 
Marc. Now let hot tna coole in Cicilie, 

And be my hart an euer- burning hell: 

Theſe miſeries are more then may be borne. 


To weepe with them that weepe, doth eaſe ſome deale, 


But ſorrow flouted at, is double death. 
Luci. Ah that this Gght ſhould make ſo deepe a wouud, 
And yet deteſted life not ſhrinke thereat: 
That euer death ſhould let life beare his name, | 
Where life hath no more intereſt but to breath. 
Marc. Alas poore hart that kiſſe is comfortleſſe, - 
As frozen water to a ſtarued ſnake. 
Titus, When will this fearefall ſlumber haue an end! ? 
Mar. Now farewell flatterie, die Andronicus,  _ 
Thou doſt not ſlumber, ſee thy two ſonnes heads, 
Thy warlike hand, thy mangled daughter heere ? 
Thy other banifht ſonne with this deere ſight 
Strucke pale and bloodleſſe, and thy brother I. 
Euen like a ſtony image, cold and numme. 
Ah now no more will controule my griefes, 
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Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this diſmall ſihgnlt 

The cloſing vp of our moſt wretched: eyes: : 

Now is a time to ſtorme, why art thou ſill ? 
Titus, Ha, ha, ha. 
Marc. Why doſt thou langh | ? it fits not with this houre. 
Titus, Why I haue not another teare to ſhed : 

Beſides, this ſorrow is an enemie, 

And would vſurpe vpon my watry eyes, 

And make them blinde with tributarie teares. 

Then which way ſhall I finde reuenges caue ? 

For theſe two heads doe ſeeme to ſpeake to me, 

And threat me, I ſhall neuer come to bliſſe, 

Till all theſe miſchiefes be returnd againe, 

Euen in their throats that haue committed them. 

Come let me ſee what taſke I haue to doe, 

You heanie people, circle me about, 

That I may turne me to each one of you, 

And ſweare vnto my ſoule to right your wrongs, 

The vow is made, come brother take a head, 

And in this hand the other will I beare, 

And Lauinia thou ſhalt be imployd in theſe armes, 

Beare thou my hand ſweet wench betweene thy teeth: : 

As for thee boy, goe get thee from my ſight, 

Thou art aa exile, and thou mult not ſtay, 

Hie to the Gothes, and raiſe an army there, 

And if you loue me, as I thinke you doe, 

Let's kiſſe and part, for we haue much to doe, Exeunt. 
Lucius, Farwell Andronicus my noble father: | 

The wofulſt man that euer liude in Rome: 

Farewell proud Rome. till Lucius come againe, 

He loues his pledges dearer then his life: 

Farewell Lauinia my noble ſiſter, 

O would thou wert as thou to fore haſt bene, 

But now nor Lucius nor Lauinia lives 5 
76 ut 
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But in obliuion and hatefull priefes : 

If Lucius live he will requite your wrongs, 
And make proud Saturnine and his empreſſe 
Beg at the gates like Tarquin and his queene. 
Now will I to the Gothes and raiſe a power, 
To be reuengd on Rome and Saturnine. 
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Exit Lucius. 


Enter Lucius ſonne and Lauinia running after him, and the 
boy flies from her with his bookes under his arme. 


Enter Titus and Marcus. 


Puer. Helpe grandſier helpe, my aunt Lauinia 

Followes me every where I know not why. 

Good vncle Marcus fee how ſwift ſhe comes, 

Alas ſweet aunt, I know not what you meane. 
Marcu. Stand by me Lucius, doe not feare thine aunt. 
Titus. She loues thee boy too well to do thee harme. 
Puer. I when my father was in Rome ſhe did. 
Marcus. What meanes my neece Lauinia by theſe ſignes? 
Titus, Feare her not Lucius ſomewhat doth ſhe meane. 

See Lucius fee, how much ſhe makes of thee : | 

Some whether would ſhe haue thee goe with her, 

Ah boy, Cornelia never with more care = 

Red to her ſonnes then ſhe hath red to thee, 

Sweet poetry, and Tullies oratour: | 

Canſt thou not geſſe wherefore ſhe plies thee thus? 
Puer. My lord I know not I, nor can I geſſe, 

Vnleſſe ſome fit or frenzie do poſſeſſe her: 

For I have heard my grandſier fay full oft, 

Extremitie of griefes would make men mad. 

And I haue red that Hecuba of Troy, 

Ran mad through forrow, that made me to feare 

Although my lord, I know my noble aunt, 
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Loues me as deare as ere my mother did, 

And would not but in fury fright my youth, 

Which made me downe to throw my bookes and flie, 
Cauſles perhaps, but pardon me ſweet aunt, 

And madam, if my vncle Marcus goe, 


I will moſt willingly attend your ladyſhip. 


Marc. Lucius J will. 
Titus, How now Lauinia, Marcus what meanes this? ? 


Some baoke there is that ſhe deſires to ſee : 


Which is it girle of theſe ? open them boy, 
But thou art deeper read and better (kild, 
Come and take choyle of all my library, 
And ſo beguile thy ſorrow, till the heauens 
Reueale the dambd contriuer of this deede. 
Why lifts ſhe vp her armes in ſequence thus? 
Marc, I thinke ſhe meanes that there was more then one 
Confederate in the fact, I more there was: 
Or elſe to heauen ſhe heaues them for revenge. 
Titus. Lucius what booke is that ſhe toſſeth ſo ? 
Puer. Grandſier tis Ouids Metamorphoſes, 
My mother gaue it me. 
Marc. For loue of her thats gone, 
Perhaps ſhe culd it from among the reſt. 
Titus. Soft, ſo buſily ſhe turnes the leaues, 
Helpe her, what would ſhe finde ? Lauinia ſhall I read! ? 
This is the tragicke tale of Philomel, 
And treates of Tereus treaſon and his rape, 
And rape I feare was roote of thine annoy. 
Marc. See brother ſee note how ſhe quotes the leaves... 
Titus. Lauinia, wert thou thus ſurprizd ſweet girle, 


- . 


Raviſhd and wrongd as Philemela was, "allies 25 


Forcd in the ruthleſſe, vaſt, and gloomy woods ? I 


See, ſee, I ſuch a place there is where we did bunt, 7 5 


(O had we neuer, neuer hunted there) 
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Patternd by that the poet heere deſcribes, 
By nature made for murthers and for rapes. 

Marc. O why ſhould nature build ſo foule a den, 
Vnleſſe the gods delight in tragedies ? 

Tit. Giue ſignes ſweet girle for heere are none but friends. 
What Romane lord it was durſt do the deede? 
Or ſlonke not Saturnine, as Tarquin erſt, 
That left the campe to ſinne in Lucrece bed. 

Marc. Sit downe ſweet neece, brother ſit downe by me, 
Apollo, Pallas, toue, or Mercury, 
Inſpire me that I may this treaſon finde. 
My lord looke heere, looke heere Lauinia. 


He writes his name with his ſtaſte, and guides it with 
feete and mouth. 


This ſandie plot is plaine, guide if thou canſt 
This after me, I have writ my name, 

Without the helpe of any hand at all. 

Curſt be that hart that forſt vs to this ſhift : 

Write thou good neece, and heere diſplay at laſt, 
What God will haue diſcovered for reuenge, 
Heauen guide thy pen to print thy ſorrowes plaine, 


That we may know the traytors and the truth. 


She takes the flafſe in her mouth, and guides it with her 
ſtumpes, and writes, 


Titus. Oh doe ye read my lord what ſhe hath writ, 
Stuprum, Chiron, Demetrius. 

Marc. What, what, the luſtfull ſonnes of Tamera, 
Performers of this hainous bloody deede ? 

Titus. Magni Dominator poli, 


Tam lentus audis ſcelera, tam lentus vides ? 


Marc. Oh calme thee gentle lord, although 1 know 


There is enough written vpon this earth, 
| To 
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To ſtirre a mutenie in the mildeſt thoughts, 

And arme the mindes of infants to exclaimes. 

My lord kneele downe with me, Lauinia kneele, 

And kneele ſweete boy, the Remaine Hectors hope, 
And ſweare with me, as with the wofull feere. 
And father of that chaſt diſhonoured dame, | 
Cord Junius Brutus ſweare for Lucrece rape, 
That we will proſecute by good aduiſe 
> Moxtall revenge vpon thele trayterous Got hes, 
And ſee their blood, or die with this reproch. 
3 Titus. Tis ſure enough, and you knew how, 
” But if you hunt theſe beare whelpes then beware, 
The dam will wake, and if ſhe winde you once, 
$hee's'with ehe lyon deepely ſtill in league, 
And lulls him whilſt ſhe playeth on her back. 
And when he ſleepes will ſhe do what ſhe liſt. | 
You are a young huntſman Marcus, let it alone, 2 
And come I will goe get a leafe of braſſe, 
And with a gad of ſteele will write theſe words, 
And lay it by: the angry northerne winde, 
Will blow theſe ſands like Sibels leaues abroad, 
And wheres your leſſon then, boy what ſay you? 
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b: Puer. I ſay my lord, that if I were a man, 1 
Their mothers bed - chamber ſhould not be ſafe, 1 
For theſe bad bond-men to the yoake of Name. Wil, 
Z Marc. I thats my boy, thy father hath full oft, i Wo 
Por his vngratefull country done the like. 9 


Puer. And vnckle fo will I, and if I live. 
Titus. Come goe with me into mine armorie, 
Lucius Ile fit thee, and withall, my boy 

Shall carry from me to the empreſſe ſonnes, 
Preſents that I intend to ſend them both, | 
Come, come, thoult do thy meſſage, wilt thou not? 


EEESD = a= 
4 * 
r 


— 


Vor. III. AA © ns Puer. 


EFCCIACMAILCCERIYCCCCCCMGLCMIOCRRTTTTOTT 


—— —_ - 
_ = 


— — — 
— — — 


— — 
— — 


—— 


3 — 


— 


— — 
— —— — —ꝓ—w—e— — ———— - —— 
2 


— 


Rp 


= - — 


= — 
— 


e u ¶ 0 T Rs 
” 
_ — 
oy 


— — 
— — — 
De — — ————— 


THE MOST LAMENTABLE TRAGEDIE 


Puer. I with my dagger in their boſomes grandſier. 
Titus. No boy not fo, Ile teach thee another courſe, 
Lauinia come, Marcus looke to my houle, 
Lucius and He goe braue it at the court, 
I marry will we fir, and weele be waited on. Exeunt: 
Marc. O heauens ! can you heare a good man grone 
And not relent, or not compaſſion him? 
Marcus attend him in his extaſie, 
That hath more ſcars of ſorrow in his hart, 
Then foe-mens markes vpon his battred ſhield, 
But yet ſo inft, that he will not reuenge, 
Reuenge the, heauens for old Andronicus. Exit. 


Enter Aron, Chiron and Demetrius at one dore, and at ano- 
ther dore young Lucius and another, with a bundle of wea- 
Pons, and verſes writ vþan them. 


Chiron. Demetrius heeres the ſonne of Lucius, 
He hath ſome meſſage to deliuer vs. 
Aron. I ſome mad meſſage from his mad grandfather, 
Puer. My lords, with all the humblenes I may, 
I greete your honours from Andronicus, 
And pray the Romane gods confound you both. 
Deme. Gramercie louely Lucius, what's the newes ? 
Puer. That you are both decipherd, that's the newes, 
For villaines markt with rape. May it pleaſe you, 
My grandſier well aduiſde hath ſent by me, 
The goodlieſt weapons of his armorie, 
To gratifie your honourable youth 
The hope of Rome, for ſo he bad me ſay: 


And ſo I do, and with his gifts preſent 


Your lordſhips, when ever you haue neede, 
You may be armed and appointed well, 
And fo I leaue you both: like bloody villaines. Exit, 


Deme. 


Deme. Soft, who comes heere? 8 | I 


Fo or Trrus AnDrONICUs. 


Deme. What's heere? a ſcrole, and written round about? 
Let's fee, 
Integer vite ſceleriſque purus, non eget maury iaculis nec arcus. 
Chiron. O tis a verſe in Horace, I know it well. 


I read it in the grammer long agoe. 


Moore. I iuſt, a verſe in Horace, right, you haue it, 
Now what a thing it is to be an aſſe. 
Heeres no found ieſt, the old man hath found their gilt, 
And ſends the weapons wrapt about with lines, 
That wound (beyond their feeling) to the quick : 
But were our witty empreſſe well a foote, 


Shee would applaud Andronicus conceit, 


But let her reſt in her vnreſt a while. 


And now young lords, waſt not a happy ſtarre, 
Led vs to Rome ſtrangers, and more then ſo 


Captiues to be aduanced to this height ? 
It did me good before the pallace gate, 
To braue the Tribune in his brothers hearing. 
Demet. But me more good to ſee fo great a lord, 
Baſely inſinuate, and ſend vs gifts. 
Moore. Had he not reaſon lord Demetrius, 
Did you not vſe his daughter very friendly ? 1 
Demet. I would we had a thouſand Remane dames | bi 
At ſuch a bay, by turne to ſerue our luſt. 
Chiron, A charitable wiſh and full of loue. | 
Moore. Heere lacks but your mother for to ſay Amen. | 
Chiron. And that would ſhe for twenty thouſand more, ** 
Demet. Come let vs goe and pray to all the gods 1 | 
For our beloued mother in her paines. | 
Moore. Pray to the deuils, the gods haue giuen vs ouer. 
Trumpets ſound. 
Dem. Why do the emperors trumpets flouriſh thus ? 
Chiron. Belike for ioy the emperour hath a ſonne. 
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THE MOST LAMENTABLE TRAGEDIE 


Enter Nurſe with a blacke a moore childs. 


| Nur. Good morrow lords, O tell me did you ſee Aron the 
Moore. 

Aron. Well, more or leſſe, or nere a whit at all, 
Heere Aron is, and what with Aron now? 

Nurſe. O gentle Aron, we are all vndone, 

Now helpe, or woe betide thee euermore. 

Aron. Why what a catterwalling doſt thou keepe, 
What doſt thou wrap and fumble in thine armes ? 

Nurſe. O that which I would hide from heauens eye, 
Our empreſſe ſhame, and ſtately Romes diſgrace, 

She is delivered lords, ſhe is delivered. 

Aron. To whome ? 

Nurſe. I meane ſhe is brought a bed. 

Aron. Wel God giue her good reſt, what hath he ſent her? 

Nurſe. A deuill. 

Aron, Why then ſhe i is the deuils dam, a joyful iſſue. 

Nurſe, A joy les, difmall, blacke, and ſorrowfull iſſue. 
Heere is the babe as loathſome as a toad, 

Amongſt the faireſt breeders of our clime, 
The empreſle ſends it thee, thy ſtampe, thy ſeale, 
And bids thee chriſten it with thy daggers point. 

Aron. Zounds ye whore, is black ſo baſe a hue ? 
Sweet blows, you are a beautious bloſſome ſure. 

Deme. Villaine what haſt thou done? 

Aron. That which thou canſt not vndoe. 

Chiron. Thou haſt vndone our mother. 

Aron. Villaine, I haue done thy mother. 

Demet. And therein helliſh dog thou haſt vndone, 
Woe to her chance, and dambd her loathed choyce, 
Accurſt the ofspring of fo foule a fiend. 

Chiron. It ſhall not live, 5 

Aron, It ſhall not die. 


or Titus AnNDRONICUS: 


: Nurſe. Aron. It muſt, the mother wils it ſo. 
E Aron. What muſt it nurſe ? then let no man but I, 
tl Doe execution on my fleſh and blood. | 

j Dem. Ile broach the tadpole on my rapiers point, 

b Nurſe giue it me, my ſword ſhall ſoone diſpatch it. 

; Aron. Sooner this ſword ſhall plow thy bowels vp. 


: Stay murtherous villaines, will you kill your brother ? 
: Now by the burning tapers of the ſkie, 

That ſhone ſo brightly when this boy was got, 

He dies vpon my ſemitars ſharpe point, 

That touches this my firſt borne ſonne and heire : 
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E I tell you younglings, not Enceladus, 

5 With all his threatning band of Tyþhons broode, 
# Nor great Alcides, nor the god of warre, 

5 Shall ceaze this prey out of his fathers hands : 
$ What, what, ye ſanguine ſhallow harted boyes, 


Yee white-limbde walls, ye ale-houſe painted ſignes, 
5 Cole- blacke is better then another hue, 
| In that it ſcornes to beare another hue : 
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8 For all the water in the ocean, 

” Can neuer turne the ſwans blacke legs to white, 0 
Although ſhe laue them hourely in the flood: i 1 
. Tell the empreſſe from me I am of age 11 
+ To keepe mine owne, excuſe it how ſhe can. Uh: 
5 Demet. Wilt thou betray thy noble miſtris thus? | "8 

5 Aron. My miſtris is my miſtris, this my ſelfe, | | Wl. 

6: The vigour, and the picture of my youth: 2 | 9 

. This before all the world do I preferre, RD (i 

J This mauger all the world will I keepe ſafe, a 

© Or ſome of you ſhall ſmoake for it in Rome. 1 1 
Demet. By this our mother is for euer ſhamde. 1 
1 Chiron. Rome will deſpiſe her for this foule eſcape. Wl 

Nurſe. The emperour in his rage will doome her death, * 
Chiron. I bluſh to thinke vpon this ignomie. ; i Y 
Ho Aa 3 Aron, 1 


TRE MOST LAMENTABLE TRAGEDIE 


Aron. Why theres the priuiledge your beauty beares : 
Fie trecherous hue, that will betray with bluſhing | 
The cloſe enacts and counſels of the hart: 
Heeres a young lad framde of another leere, 
Looke how the blacke ſlaue ſmiles vpon the father, 
As who ſhould ſay, old lad I am thine one. 
He is your brother lords, ſenſibly fed 
Of that ſelfeblood that firſt gaue life to you, 
And from that wombe where you impriſoned were, 
He is infranchiſed and come to light : 
Nay he is your brother by the ſurer ſide, 
Although my ſeale be ſtamped in his face, 
| Nurſe. Aron what ſhall I ſay vnto the empreſſe? 
Demet. Aduiſe thee Aron, what is to be done, 
And we will all ſabſcribe to thy aduiſe : 
Saue thou the childe ſo we may all be ſafe. | 
Aron. Then fit we downe and let vs all conſult, 
My ſonne and I will haue the winde of you: 
Keepe there, now talke at pleaſure of your ſafety, 
Demet. How many women ſaw this childe of his ? 
Aron. Why ſo brave lords, when we ioyne in league 
J am a lambe, but it you braue the Moore, 
The chafed bore, the mountaine lyoneſſe, 
The ocean ſwells not fo as Aron ſtormes : 
But ſay againe, how many ſaw the childe ? 
Nurſe. Cornelia, the midwife and my ſelfe, 
And no one elſe but the delivered empreſſe. 
Aron. The empreſſe, the midwife, and your ſelfe, 
Two may keepe counſell when the thirds away: 
Goe to the empreſſe, tell her this I ſaid, He kills her. 
Weeke, week, fo cries a pigge prepared to the ſpit. 
Demet. What meanſt thou Aron, wherefore didſt thou this. 
Aron. O lord fir, tis a deed of pollicie, 
Shall ſhe live to betray this gilt of ours? 


A long 


0 Tlrus ANDRONICUS: - - 


A long tongu'd babling goſſip, no lords no: 

And now be it knowne to you my full intent. 

Not farre, one Muliteus my country- man 

His wife but yeſternight was brought to bed, 

His childe is like to her, faire as you are: 

Goe packe with him, and giue the mother gold, 

And tell them both the circumſtance of all, 

And how by this their childe ſhall be aduaunſt, 

And be receiued for the emperours heyre, 

And ſubſtituted in the place of mine, 

To calme this tempeſt whirling in the court, 

And let the emperour dandle him for his owne, 

Harke ye lords, ye ſee I haue ginen her phiſick, 

And you mult needes beſtow her funerall, 

The fields are neere, and you are gallant groomes ; 

This done, ſee that you take no longer daies 

But ſend the midwife preſently to me. 

The midwife and the nurſe well made away, 

Then let the ladies tattle what they pleaſe. 
Chiron. Aron ] ſee thou wilt not truſt the ayre with 6 
Deme. For this care of Tamora, 7 RR 

Herſelfe and hers are highly bound to thee. Exeunt. 
Aron. Now to the Goethes, as ſwift as ſwallow flies. 

There to diſpoſe this treaſure in mine armes, 5 

And ſecretly to greete the empreſſe friends: 

Come on you thick-lipt-ſlaue, Ile beare you hence, 

For it is you that puts vs to our ſhifts: 

Ile make you feed on berries, and on rootes, 8 

And feede on curds and whay, and ſucke the goate, =, 

And cabbin in a cave, and bring you vp 

To be a warriour, and commaund a campe. By 
b | Exit, 
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'THE MOST LAMENTABLE TrAGEDIE 


Enter Titus, old Marcus, young Lucius, and other gentlemen 
with bowes, and Titus beares the arrowes with letters on 


them. 


Titus. Come Marcus, come, kinſmen this is the way, 
Sir boy let me ſee your archerie, | 
Looke yee draw home enough and tis there ſtraight, 
Terras Aſirea reliquit, be you remembred Marcus. 
Shees gone, ſhees fled, firs take you to your tooles, 
You coſens ſhall goe ſound: the ocean, 


And caſt your nets, happily you may finde her in the ſea, 


Yet theres as little iuſtice as at land: 

No Publius and Sempronius, you muſt doe it, 

Tis you muſt dig with mattocke, and with ſpade, 

And pierce the inmoſt center of the earth, 

Then when you come to Plutoes region, 

I pray, you deliver him this petition, 

Tell him it is for iuſtice and for aide, 

And that it comes from old Andronicus, 

Shaken with ſorrowes in vngratefull Rome. 

Ah Rome, well, well, I made thee miſerable, 

What time I threw the peoples ſuffrages 

On him that thus doth tyrannize ore me, 

Goe get you gone, and pray be carefull all, 

And leaue you not a man of warre vnſearcht, 

This wicked emperour may haue ſhipt her hence, 

And kinſmen then we may goe pipe for iuſtice. 
Marc. O Publius is not this a heauie caſe 

To ſee thy noble vncle thus diſtract? 501 
Publi. Therefore my lords it highly vs concernes, 


By day and night t attend him carefully: 


And feede this humour kindely as we may, 
Till time beget ſome carefull remedie, x 
Marcus. Kinſmen, his ſorrowes are paſt remedie. 
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or Tirus AnDRoONiCus. 


loyne with the Got hes, and with reuengefull warre, 
Take wreake on Rome for this ingratitude, 
And vengeance on the traytor Saturnine. 
Titus. Publius how now, how now my maiſters, 
What haue you met with her? 
Publi. No my good lord, but Pluto ſends you word, 
If you will haue reuenge from hell you ſhall, 
Marrie for iuſtice ſhe is ſo imployd, 
He thinkes with ue in heauen, or ſome where elſe, 
So that perforce you muſt needs ſtay a time, 
Titus. He doth me wrong to feed me with delayes, 
Ile diue into the burning lake below, 
And pull her out of Acaron by the heeles. 
Marcus we are but ſhrubs, no cedars we, 
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No big- bond- men, framd of the Cyclops ſ ie, | i 
But mettal Marcus, ſteele to the very backe, | ' IN 
Yet wrung with wrongs more then our backs can beare l | : 
And ſith theres no iuſtice in earth nor hell, | 5 13 
We will folicite heauen, and moue the gods, . HA «if 
To ſend downe iuſtice for to wreake our wrongs ? : 1 
Come to this geare, you are a good archer Marcus. 0 { 
He giues them the arroues. g it. | 

Ad Touem, thats for you, here ad Apollonem, © 11 b | i 
Ad Martem, thats for my ſelfe, v0 1 
Here boy to Pallas, here to Mercury, 6 I 
To Saturnine, to Caius, not to Saturnine, { i 1 
You were as good to ſhoote againſt the winde. ' 1 
Too it boy, Marcus looſe when I bid, SIN | 1 
Of my word, I haue written to effect, : | | 13 
Theres not a god left vnſollicited. 1 
Marcus. Kinſmen, ſhoot all your ſhafts into the court, 1 
We will afflict the emperour in his pride. . ' 1 
Titus, Now maiſters draw, oh well ſaid Lucius, | | | il 
Good hoy in Virgoes lap, give it Pallas, 1 
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Marc. My lord, I aime a mile beyond the moone, 
Your letter is with ſupiter by this. 

Titus. Ha, ha, Publius, Publius, what haſt thou done ? ? 
See, ſee, thou haſt ſhot off one of Taurus hornes. 

Marcus, This was the ſport my lord, when Publius ſhot, 
The Bull being gald, gave Aries ſuch a knocke, 
That downe fell both the Rams hornes in the court, 
And who ſhould finde them but the empreſſe villaine : 
She laught, and told the Moore he ſhould not chooſe 
But giue them to his maiſter for a preſent, 


Enter the Clowne with a baſket and two pidgions in it, 


Titus. Newes, newes from heauen, 
Marcus the poaſt is come. 
Sirra what tydings, haue you any letters? 
Shall I haue iuſtice, what ſaies {upiter ? | 
Clowne. Ho the übbetmaker, hee ſayes that he hath taken 
them downe againe, for the man mult not be hangd till the 
next weeke. 
Titus. But what ſaies Jupiter I aſke thee ? 
 Clowne. Alas fir I know not Jupiter : 
I neuer dranke with him in all my life. 
Titus, Why villaine art not thou the carrier ? 
Cl:wne. I of my pidgions fir, nothing els. 
Titus. Why, didſt thou not come from heauen ? a 
Clowne. From heauen ! alas fir, I neuer came there, 
God forbid I ſhould be ſo bold, to pw to heauen in my 
young dayes. | 
Why I am going with my pidgions to the tribunall Plebs, to 
take vp a matter of brawle, betwixt =y — and one 
of the emperialls men. 
Marcus. Why ſir, that is as fit as can be to 3 for your 
oration, and let him deliver the pidgions to the emperour from 
vou. Titus. 
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or Titus ANDRONICUS. 


Titus. Tell mee can you deliver an oration to the emperour 
with a grace ? 

Clowne, Nay truely fir, I could neuer ſay grace in all my life, 

Titus, Sirra come hither, make no more adoe, 

But giue your pidgions to the emprour, 

By me thou ſhalt haue iuſtice at his hands. 

Hold, hold, meane while here's money for thy charges, 
Giue me pen and inke. 

Sirra, can you with a grace deliver a ſupplication ? 2 

Clowne, I fir. 

Titus. Then here is a ſupplication for you, and when you 
come to him, at the firſt aproach you muſt kneele, then kiſſe 
his foote, then deliuer vp your pidgions, and then look for 
your reward. 
lle be at hand fir, ſee you doe it brauelie. 

Clowne, I warrant you fir, let me alone. 

Titus. Sirra haſt thou a knife ? Come let me ſee it. 

Here Marcus, fold it in the oration, 
For thou haſt made it like an humble ſuppliant. 
And when thou haſt giuen it the emperour, 
Knocke at my dore, and tell me what he ſayes. 
Cloune. God be with you fir, I will, Exit, 
Titus, Come Marcus let vs goe, Publius follow me. 
| Exeunt. 


Enter Emperour and Empreſſe, and her two fennes, the empe- 
rour brings the arrowes in his hand that Titus ſhat at him. 


Satur. Why lords, what wrongs are theſe? was euer ſeene 
An emperour in Rome thus ouerborne, 

Troubled, confronted thus, and for the extent 

Of egall juſtice, vſde in ſuch contempt ? 

My lords, you know the mightfull gods, 

How euer theſe diſturbers of our peace 


Buz in the peoples cares, there nought hath paſt, 2 
| ut 
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THE MOST LAMENTABLE TRAGEDIE 

But even with law againſt the wilfull ſonnes 
Of old Andronicus. And what and if 
His ſorrowes haue ſo onerwhelmde his wits ? 
Shall we be thus afflicted in his wreakes, 
His fits, his frenzie, and his bitternes ? 
And now he writes to heauen for his redreſſe, 
See heeres to loue, and this to Mercury, 
This to Apollo, this to the god of warre: 
Sweet ſcrowles to flie about the ſtreets of Rome, 
Whats this but libelling againſt the ſenate, 
And blazoning our vniuſtice every where ? 
A goodly humour, is it not my lords ? 
As who would ſay, in Rome no iuſtice were: 
But if J live, his fained extaſies 
Shall be no ſhelter to theſe outrages, 
But he and his ſhall know that iuſtice lives 
In Saturninus health, whome if he ſleepe, 
Heele ſo awake, as he in fury ſhall 
Cut off the proud'ſt confpiratour that lines. 

Tamora. My gracious lord, my louely Saturnine, 
Lord of my life, commaunder of my thoughts, 
Calme thee, and beare the faults of Titus age, | 
The effects of ſorrow for his valiant ſonnes, 
Whoſe loſſe hath pearſt him deepe, and ſcard his hart, 
And rather comfort his diſtreſſed plight, 
Then proſecute the meaneſt or the beſt 
For theſe contempts : why thus it ſhall become 
Hie witted Tamora to gloſe with all: 
But Titus I haue touched thee to the quicke, 
Thy life blood out: if Aron now be wiſe, 
Then is all fate, the anchor's in the port. 


Enter Clowne. 


How now good fellow wouldſt thou | peake with vs ? 


Clowne. 
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or T1Tvs .AnDRoONICUs. 


Clowne. Yea forſooth, and your miſterſhip be emperiall, 

Tamora. Empreſſe I am, but yonder fits the emperour. | 

Clowne. Tis he, God and faint Stephen giue you good den, 
1 haue brought you a letter and a couple of pigions heere. 


He ed the letter. 


Satur. Goe take him away and hang him preſently. 
Clowne. How much money mult I haue? 
Tamora. Come ſirra, you muſt be hanged. 


Clowne. Hangd, be lady then I haue brought vp a neck to 


a faire end, 

Satur. Diſpightfull and intollerable wrongs, 
Shall I endure this monſtrous villany ? 
I know from whence this ſame deuiſe proceedes : 
May this be borne, as if his trayterous ſonnes, 
That dide by law for murther of our brother, 
Haue by my meanes bene butchered wrongfully ? 
Goe dragge the villaine hither by the haire, 
Nor age, nor honour, ſhall ſhape priuiledge, 
For this proud mocke Ile be thy laughter man, 
Sly franricke wretch, that holpſt to make me great, 
In hope thy ſelfe ſhould gonerne Rome and me. 


Enter Nuntius Emillius, 


Saturn. What newes with thee Emillius ? 
Emil. Arme my lords, Rome neuer had more cauſe, 
The Gothes haue gathered head and with a power 
Of high reſolued men, bent to the ſpoyle, 
They hither march amaine vnder conduct 
Of Lucius, ſonne to old Andronicus mw 
Who threats in courſe of this reuenge to doe 
As much as euer Coriolanus did. 
King. Is warlike Lucius en of the Gothes, 


Exit. 


Theſe 


1 
1 
"ﬀ 
U 
We, 

j C 
f 
. 

5 

1 
. 


$4 $A. 


2 0 A - 
— — — — 2 - 2 4 — 
— — 
x — N 
— — 
- 


rene bb 


THE Mosr LAMENT ABLE TRAGEDIE 


Theſe tydings nip me, and I hang the head 

As flowers with froſt, or graſſe beate downe with ſtormes : 

I, now begins our ſorrowes to approach, 

Tis he the common people loue ſo much, 

My ſelfe hath often heard them ſay, 

When I haue walked like a private man, 

That Lucius baniſhment was wrongfully, 

And they haue wiſht that Lucius were their emperour. 
Tamora. Why ſhould you feare, is not your citty ſtrong ? 
King. I but the cittizens fauour Lucius, 

And will reuolt from me to ſuccour him. 

Tamora, King, be thy thoughts imperious like thy name. 

Is the ſunne dimd, that gnats do flie in it? 

The eagle ſuffers little birds to ſing, 

And is not carefull what they meane thereby, 

Knowing that with the ſhadow of his wings, 

He can at pleaſure ſtint their melodie. 

Euen ſo mayeft thou the giddy men of Rome, 

Then cheare thy ſpirit, for know thou emperour, 

I will enchaunt the old Andronicus, 

With words more ſweet and yet more dangerous 

Ihen baites to fiſh, or honny ſtalkes to ſheepe, 

When as the one is wounded with the baite, 

The other rottcd with delicious feede. 

King. But he will not entreat his ſonne for vs, 
Tamor. If Tamora entreat him then he will, 

For I can ſmooth and fill his aged eare, 

With golden promiſes, that were his heart 

Almoſt impregnable, his old yeares deafe, 

Yet ſhould both eare and hart obey my tongue, 

Goe thou before to be our embaſſadour, 

Say that the emperour requeſts a parly 

Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting. 


King. 


or Titus AnDRONICus, 


King. Emillius doe this meſſage honourably, 

And if he ftand in hoſtage for his ſafety, | 

Bid him demaund what pledge will pleaſe him beſt. 
Emillius. Your bidding ſhall I doe effectually. Exit᷑. 
Tamora. Now will I to that old Andronicus, 

And temper him with all the art J haue, 

To plucke proud Lucius from the warlike Got hes. 

And now ſweet emperour be blith againe, 

And bury all thy feare in my deuiſes, 


Satur. Then goe ſucceſſantly and plead to him. 
Exeunt. 


Enter Lucius with an army of Gothes, with drum and ſoul- 
diers, 


Lucius. Approved warriours, and my faithfull friends, 
I hane receaued letters from great Rome, 

Which ſignifies what hate they beare their emperour, 
And how deſirous of our ſight they are. 

Therefore great lords be as your titles witnes, 
Imperious and impatient of your wrongs, 

And wherein Rome hath done you any ſcathe, 

Let him make treble ſatisfaction. 

Goth. Braue ſlip ſprung from the great Andronicus, 
Whoſe name was once our terrour, now our comfort, 
Whoſe high exploits and honourable deeds, 
Ingratefull Rome requites with foule contempt, 

Be bolde in vs, weele follow where thou leadſt, 
Like ſtinging bees in hotteſt ſommers day, 

Led by their maiſter to the flowred fields, 

And be auengd on curſed Tamora : 

And as he faith, ſo ſay we all with him. 

Lucius. IJ humbly thanke him and I thank you all. 
But who comes heere led by a Iuſty Goth ? 


Enter 
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THz MOST LAMENTABLE T RAGEDIE 


Enter a Goth leading of Avda with his child i in N arme. 


Soth. Renowned Lucius ray our c troups I Nd, 
To gaze vpon a ruinous monaſterie, * 

And as I earneſtly did fixe mine eye 

Vpon the waſted building, ſuddainely 

I heard a childe cry vnderneath a wall: 

I made vnto the noyſe, when ſoone I heard, 

The crying babe controld with this diſcourſe : - 

Peace tawny ſlaue, halfe me, and halfe thy dam, 

Did not thy hue bewray whoſe brat thou art, 

Had nature lent thee but thy mothers looke, +, 

Villaine thou mightſt haue bene an emperouur. 

But where the bull and cow are both milk white, 

They neuer do beget a cole - blacke calfe: 

Peace villaine peace, euen thus he rates the babe, 

For I muſt beare thee to a truſty Goth, 

Who when he knowes thou art the empreſſe babe, 

Will hold thee dearely for thy mothers ſake. 

With this my weapon drawne I ruſht vpon him, 

Surprizd him ſuddainely, and brought him hither 

To vſe as you thinke needefull of the man. 

Lucius, Oh worthy Goth, this is the incarnate deuill, 

That robd Andronicus of his good hand : 

This is the pearle that pleaſd your empreſſe eye, 

And heeres the baſe fruit of his burning luſt, 

Say wall-eyd ſlaue whether would thou conuay 

This growing image-of thy. fiendlike face? 

Why doſt not ſpeake? what deafe, not a word? 

A halter ſouldiers, hang him on this tree, 

And by his ſide his fruit of baſtardie. | 
Aron. Touch not the boy, he is of royall blood. 
Luci. Too like the ſyre for euer being good, 

Firſt 
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or Tirvs Anvrontcus, 


Firſt hang the childe that he may ſee it ſprall, 
A ſight to vexe the fathers ſoule withall. 
Aron. Get me a ladder, Lucius ſaue the childe, 
And beare it from me to the empreſſe: 
If thou doe this, Ile ſhew thee wondrous things, 
That highly may aduantage thee to heare; 
If thou wilt not, befall what may befall, 
Ile ſpeake no more but vengeance rot you all. 
Lucius. Say on, and if it pleaſe me which thou ſpeakſt, 
Thy childe ſhall live, and I will ſee it nouriſht. 
Aron. And if it pleaſe thee ? why aſſure thee Lucius, 
Twill vexe thy foule to heare what I ſhall ſpeake : 
For I muſt talke of murthers, rapes, and maſſacres, 
Acts of blacke nights, abhominable deeds, 
Complots of miſchiefe, treaſon, villanies 
Ruthfull to heare, yet pittiouſly performd, 
And this ſhall all be buried by my death, 
Valeſſe thou ſweare to me my childe ſhall live. 
Lucius, Tell on thy minde, I ſay thy childe ſhall Iiue. 
Aron. Sweare that he ſhall, and then I will begin, 
Lucius. Who ſhould I ſweare by, thou beleeueſt no God, 
That graunted, how canſt thou beleeue an oath ? 
Aron. What if I doe not, as indeed I doe not, 
Yet for I know thou art religious, 179 
And haſt a thing-within thee called conſcience, T 
With twenty popiſh tricks and ceremonies, 9 
Which I haue ſecne thee carefull to obſerue, 
Therefore I vrge thy oath, for that I know 
An ideot holds his bauble for a God, 
And keepes the oath which by that God he ſweares, 
To that Ile vrge him: therefore thou ſhalt vow _ 1 
By that ſame God, what God ſo ere it be 8 
That thou adoreſt, and haſt in reuerence, 1 


Vor. III. B b | To i. 


And hid the gold within the letter mentioned, 


I playd the cheater for thy fathers hand, 


Taz MOST LAMENTABLE TRAGEDIE 


To ſaue my boy, to nouriſh and bring him vp, 

Or elſe 1 will diſcouer nought to thee, 

Lucius, Even by my God I ſweare to thee I will. 
Aron. Firſt know thou, I begot him on the empreſſe. 
Lucius. Oh moſt inſatiate luxurious woman! 

Aron. Tut Lucius, this was but a deede of charitie, 

To that which thou ſhalt heare of me anon, 

Twas her two ſonnes that murdered Baſſianus, 

They cut thy fiſters tongue and rauiſht her, 

And cut her hands, and trimd her as thou ſaweſt. 
Lucius. Oh deteſtable villaine, call'ſt thou that trimming 
Aron. Why ſhe was waſht, and cut, and trimd, 

And twas trim ſport for them that had the doing of it. 
Lucius. Oh barberous beaſtly villaines like thy ſelfe ! 
Aron. Indeede I was their tutor to inſtruct them, 

That codding ſpirit had they from their mother, 

As ſure a carde as euer wonne the ſet : 

That bloody minde I thinke they learnd of me, 

As true a dog as euer fought at head 

Well, let my deedes be witnes of my worth, 

I traynde thy bretheren to that guilefull hole, 

Where the dead corps of Baſſianus lay: 

I wrote the letter that thy father found, 


Confederate with the queene, and her two ſonnes. 
And what not done, that thou haſt cauſe to rue, 
Wherein I had no ſtroke of miſchiefe in it. 


And when I had it drew my ſelfe apart, 
And almoſt broke my hart with extreame laughter, 
I pried me through the creuie of a wall, 

When for his hand he had his two ſonnes heads, 
Beheld his teares, and laught ſo hartily, 
That both mine eyes were rainie like to his: 


of Tirvs ArpDRONfeus. 


And when I told the empreſſe of this ſport, 

She ſounded almoſt at my pleaſing tale, 

And for my tidings gaue me twenty kiſles, 
Goth. 

What canſt thou ſay all this, and neuer bluſh ? 


Aron. 

I like a blacke dogge as the ſaying is. 
Lucius, 

Art thou not ſorry for theſe hainous deedes. 

Aron. 
I that I had not done a thoufand more, 
Euen now I curle the day, and yet I thinke 
Few come within the compaſſe of my curſe, 
Wherein I did not ſome notorious ill, 
As kill a man, or elſe deuiſe his death, 
Rauiſh a maid, or plot the way to doe it, 
Accuſe ſome innocent, and forſweare my ſelfe, 
Set deadly enmity betweene two friends, 
Make poore mens cattell breake their necks, 
Set fire on barnes and hayſtackes in the night, 


And bid the owners quench them with their teares: 


Oft haue I digd vp dead men from their graues, 
And ſet them vpright at their deere friends doore, 
Euen when their forrowes almoſt was forgot, 

And on their ſkinnes, as on the barke of trees, 

Haue with my knife carued in Romaine letters, 

Let not your ſorrow die, though I am dead, 

Tut, I haue done a thouſand dreadfull thinges 

As willingly as one would kill a flie, 

And nothing greeues me hartily indeede, 

But that I cannot doe tenne thouſand more. 


Lucius. Bring downe the deuill, for he muſt not die 


So ſweet a death as hanging preſently, 
5 B b 2 
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THE MOST LAMENTABLE TRAGEDIE 


Aron. If there be deuils, would I were a deuill,” - 
To liue and burne in everlaſting fire, 
So I might have your company in hell 
But to torment you with my bitter tongue. 
Lucius. Sirs ſtop his mouth, and let him ſpeake no more. 


Enter Emillius. 


Goth, My lord there is a meſſenger from Rome 
Deſires to be admitted to your preſence, 
Lucius, Let him come neere. 
Welcome Emillius, what's the newes from Rome? 
Emill. Lord Lucius, and you princes of the Got hes, 
[ The Romaine emperour greetes you all by me, 
i And for he vnderſtands you are in armes, 
5 He craues a parly at your fathers houſe 
i | Willing you to demaund your hoſtages, 
| And they ſhall be immediately deliuered. 
Goth. What ſajes our generall ? 
{ Lucius. Emillius, let the emperour giue his pledges 
1 Vato my father, and my vncle Marcus, 
j And we will come : march away, Exeunt, 


Enter Tamora, and her two ſonnes diſguiſed. 


Tamora. Thus in this ſtrange and ſad habilliament, 
| J will encounter with Andronicus, 
| ll And ſay, I am reuenge ſent from below, 
| wo To ioyne with him and right his hainous wrongs, 
8 Knocke at his ſtudy where they ſay he keepes, 
To ruminate ſtrange plots of diere revenge, 
Tell him revenge is come to ioyne with him, 
And worke contuſion on his enemies, 


They knocke and Titus opens his fludie = 


Titus. Who doth moleſt my contemplation : ? 
is it your tricke to make me op the dore, 
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That ſo my ſad decrees may flie away, 
And all my ſtudie be to no effect? 
You are deceaud, for what I meane to doe, 
See heere in bloody lines I haue ſet dowae, 
And what is written ſhall be executed. 
Tamora. Titus, I am come to talke with thee. 
Titus, No not a word: how can I grace my talke, 
Wanting a hand to giue that accord, 
Thou haft the ods of me, therefore no more. 
Tamora. It thou didſt know me thou wouldſt talke with me 
Titus. I am not mad, I know thee well enough, 
Witnes this wretched ſtump, witnes theſe crimſon lines, 
Witnes theſe trenches made by griefe and care, 
Witnes the tyring day and heauie night, 
Witnes all forrow that I know thee well 
For our proud empreſſe, mighty Tamora : 
Is not thy comming for my other hand ? 
Tamora. Know thou ſad man, I am not Tamora, 
She is thy enemie, and I thy friend, 
I am reuenge ſent from th' infernall kingdome, 
To eaſe the gnawing vulture of thy minde, 
By working wreakefull vengeance on thy foes : 
Come downe and welcome me to this worlds light, 
Conferre with me of murder and of death, 
There's not a hollow caue or lurking place, 
No vaſt obſcurity or miſty vale, 
Where bloody murther or deteſted rape, 
Can couch for feare but I will finde them ont, 
And in their eares tell them my dreadfull name, 
Revenge, which makes the foule offenders quake. 
Titus. Art thou reuenge, and art thon ſent to me, 
To be a torment to mine enemies? 
Tamora. I am, therefore come downe and welcome me. 
Titus, Doe me ſome ſeruice ere I come to thee, 
| B b 3 Loe 
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THE MOST LAMENTABLE TRAGEDIEP 


Loe by thy ſide where rape and murder ſtands, 
Now giue ſome ſurance that thou art revenge, 
Stab them or teare them on thy chariot wheeles, 
And then Ile come and be thy waggoner, 

And whirle along with thee about the globes. 

Prouide thee two proper paltreies, as blacke as jet, 

To hale thy vengefull waggon ſwift away, 

And finde out murder in their guilty cares. 

And when thy car is loaden with their heads, 

I will diſmount, and by the waggon wheele, 

Trot like a ſeruile footeman all day long, 

Euen from Epecn: riſing in the eaſt, 

Vntill his very downefall in the ſea. 

And day by day Ile doe this heauy taſke, 

So tkou deſtroy rapine and murder there. 
Tamora. Theſe are my miniſters and come with me. 
Titus. Are them thy miniſters, what are they call'd ? 

Tamara. Rape and murder, therefore called fo, 

Cauſe they take vengeance of ſuch kinde of men. 
Titus.. Good lord how like the empreſſe ſonnes they are 

And you the empreſſe : but we worldly men 

Haue miſerable mad miſtaking eyes : 

Oh ſweet reuenge now doe I come to thee, 

And if one armes imbracement will content thee, 

I will imbrace thee in it by and by. 

Tamora, This cloſing with him fits his lunacie, 
What ere I forge to feede his braine-ſicke fits, 
Doe you vphold, and maintaine in your ſpeeches, 
For now he firmely takes me for reuenge, 

And being credulous in this mad thought, 

Ile make him ſend for Lucius his ſonne, 

And whilſt I at a banquet hold him ſure, 

lle finde ſome cunning practiſe out of hand 

To ſcatter and diſperſe the giddie Got hes, 


or Titvs AnDRONTCUS, 


Or at the leaſt make them his enemies : 
See heere he comes, and I muſt ply my theame, 
Titus, Long haue I bene forlorne, and all for thee, 
Welcome dread fury to my woefull houſe, 
Rapine and murther you are welcome too, 
How like the empreſſe and her ſonnes you are, 
Well are you fitted, had you bur a Moore, 
Could not all hell affoord you ſuch a deuill ? 
For well I wote the empreſſe neuer wags 
But in her company there is a Moore. 
And would you repreſent our queene aright, 
It were conuenient you had ſuch a devill : 
But welcome as you are, what ſhall we doe ? 
Tamora. What wouldſt thou haue vs doe Andronicus ? 
Deme. Show me a murtherer Ile deale with him. 
Chiron. Show me a villaine that hath done a rape, 
And I am ſent to be reuengd on him, 
Tamora. Show me a thouſand that hane done thee wrong, 
And I will be reuenged on them all. 
Titus. Looke round about the wicked ſtreets of Rome, 
And when thou findſt a man that's like thy ſelfe, 
Good murther ſtab him, hees a murtherer. | 
Goe thou with him, and when it is thy hap 
To finde another that is like to thee, 
Good rapine ſtab him, he is a rauiſher, 
Goe thou with them, and in the emperours court, 
There is a queene attended by a Moore, 
Well maiſt thou know her by thy owne proportion, 
For vp and downe ſhe doth reſemble thee. 
I pray thee doe on them ſome violent death, 
They haue bene violent to me and mine. 
Tamora. Well haſt thon leſſond vs, this ſhall we doe 
But would it . thee good Andronicus, 


B b4 To. 
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To ſend for Lucius thy thrice valiant ſonne, 
Who leades towards Rome à band of warlike Gothes, - 
And bid him come and banquet at thy houſe, 

When he is heere, euen at thy folemne feaſt, 

I will bring in the empreſſe and her ſonnes, 
The emperour himſelfe, and all thy foes, 

And at thy mercy ſha'l they ſtoope and kneele, 
And on them ſhalt thou eaſe thy angry hart: 
What ſaies Androuicus to this deuiſe ? 


Enter Marcus, 


Fitus." Marcus my brother, tis ſad Titus calls, 
Goe gentle: Marcus to thy nephew Lucius, 

Thou ſhalt enquire him out among the Gothes, 
Bid him repaire to me, and bring with him 
Some of the chiefeſt princes of the Gothes, 

Bid him encampe his ſouldiers where they are, 
Tell him the emperour and the empreſſe too 
Feaſt at my houſe, and he ſhall feaſt with them. 
This dos theu for my Inue, and ſo let him, | 
As heiegards his aged fathers life. 

Marc. This will IJ doe, and ſoone returne againe, 

Tamor. Now will I hence about thy buſines, 
And take my miniſters along with me. 

Titus, Nay, nay, let rape and murder ſtay with me, 
Or els Ile call my brother backe againe, | 
And cleaue to no reuenge but Lucius. 

Tam. What ſay you boyes, will you bide with bim, 
Whiles I goe tell my lord the emperour, - 

How I haue gouernd our determind iſt, | | 
| Yeelde to his humour, ſmooth and ſpeake him faire, 
And tarry with him till I. turne againe. 

Mar. I know them all, though they pad me ods; 
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And will ore- reach them in theyr owne deniſes, | 
A payre of curſed hell: hounds and their dam. 

Deme. Madam depart at pleaſure; leaue vs: heere. 

Tamora. Farewell Andronicus, W 

To lay a complot to betray thy foes. 

Titus, I know thou dooſt, and ſweete reuenge farewell, 
Chiron. Tell vs-old man, how ſhall we be imployd. 
Titus. But I haue worke enough for you to doe, 
Publius come hether, Caius, and Valentine. 
Publius. What is your will ? 
Titus. Know you theſe two ? 
Pub. The empreſſe ſonnes I take them, Chiron, Demetrivs. 
Titus. Fie Publius fie, thou art too much deceaude, 

The one is murder, rape 1s the others name, 

And therefore binde them gentle Publius, 

Caius and Valentine, lay hands on them, 2 

Oft haue you heard me wiſa for ſuch an houre, 

And now I finde it, therefore binde them ſure, 

And ſtop their moutbes if they begin to cry. 7 
Chiron. Villaines forbeare, we are the empreſſe ſonnes. 
Publius. And therefore do we what we are commanded. FX 

Stop cloſe their mouthes, let them not ſpeake a m_ 

Is he ſure bound, looke that you binde them faſt. 

Enter Titus Andronicus with a knfe, and Lavinia with . 
baſen. 
Titus. Come, come Lauinia, looke, thy foes are bound, 

Sirs ſtop their mouthes, let them not ſpeake to me, 

But let them heare what fearefull words I veter. 

_ Oh villaines, Chiron and Demetrius, 

Here ſtands the ſpring whome you haue ſtaind with mud, 

This goodly ſommer with your winter mixt, 

You kild her huſband, and for that vilde fault, 
£0. Two 
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Tye MOST LAMENTABLE TRACGEDIE 


Two of her brothers were condemnd to death, 
My hand cut off, and made a merry ieſt, 
Both her ſweet hands, her tongue, and that more deere 
Then hands or tongue, her ſpotleſſe chaſtity, 
Inhumaine traytors, you conſtraind and forſt, 
What would you ſay if I ſhould let you ſpeake ? 
Villaines for ſhame you could not beg for grace. 
Harke wretches how 1 meane to martyr you, 
This one hand yet is left to cut your throates 
Whilſt that Lauinia tweene her ſtumps doth hold 
The baſon that receaues your guilty blood, 
You know your mother meanes to feaſt with me, 
And calls herſelfe reuenge, and thinkes me mad. 
Harke villaines, I will grinde your bones to duſt, 
And with your blood and it Ile make a paſte, 
And of the paſte a coffen I will reare, | 
And make two paſties of your ſhamefull heads, 
And bid that ſtrumpet your-vahallowed dam, 
Like to the earth ſwallow her owne increaſe. 
This is the feaſt that I haue bid her to, 
And this the banquet ſhe ſhall ſurfet on, 
For worſe then Philomel you vide my daughter, 
And worſe then Progne I will be renengd, 
And now prepare your throats : Lavinia come, 
Receane the blood, and when that they are dead, 
Let me goe grinde their bones to powder ſmall, 
And with this hatefull liquor temper it, 
And in that paſte let their vilde heads be bakte, 
Come, come, be euery one officious, 
To make this banket, which I wiſh may prone 
More ſterne and bloody then the centaures feaſt. 
| He cuts their throats. 
So now bring them in, for Ile play the cooke, | 
And ſee them ready againſt their mother comes, Exeunt, 
| Enter 
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or Tirvs AnDRONICUS: 


Enter Lucius, Marcus, and the Gothes. 


Lutius. Vnckle Marcus, ſince tis my fathers minde 
That I repaire to Rome I am content. 
Goth. And ours with thine befall what fortune will. 
Lucius. Good vnckle take you in this barbarous Moore, 
This rauenous tiger, this accurfed deuill, 
Let him receaue no ſuſtenance, fetter him, 
Till he be brought vnto the emperours face, 
For teſtimony of her foule proceedings: 
And ſee the ambuſh of our friends be ſtrong, 
I feare the emperour meanes no good to vs. 
Moore. Some deuill whiſper curſes in mine eare, 
And prompt me that my tongue may vtter forth, 
The venemous mallice of my ſwelling heart. 
Lucius. Away inhumane dogge, vnhallowed flaue, 
Sirs, helpe our vnckle to conuey him in, 
The trumpets ſhew the emperour is at hand. 


Sound trumpets, Enter Emperour and Empreſſe, with Tribunts 
and others, 


King. What, hath the firmament moe ſunnes then one? 
Lucius, What bootes it thee to call thy ſelfe a ſunne ? 
Marcus. Romes emperour and nephew breake the parle 
Theſe quarrels muſt be quietly debated, 

The feaſt is ready which the carefull Titus, 

Hath ordained to. an honourable end, | 

For peace, for loue, for league and good to Rome: 

Pleaſe you therefore draw nie and take * places. 
Saturn. Marcus we will. 


Sound 
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Sound trumpets, Enter Tine lite a ; wank lating the meate on 
the table, and Lauloia with a vaile auer her face. 


Titus, Welcom my gracious jond, welcom dread queen 

Welcome ye warlike Got hes, welcome Lucius, 

And welcome all, although the cheere be poore, 

Twill fill your ſtomacks, pleaſe you eat of it. 

Satur. Why art thou thus attired Andronicus ? 
Titus, Becauſe I would be ſure to haue all well, 
To entertaine your highnes, and your empreſſe. 
Tam, We are beholding to you good Andronicus. | 
Titus. And if your highnes knew my heart, you were : 
My lord the emperour reſolue me this, 
Was it well done of raſh Virginius, 
To lay his daughter with his owne right hand, 
Becauſe ſhe was enforſt, ſtaind, and deflowrde ? 
Satur. It was Andronicus. 
Titus. Your reaſon mighty lord ? 
Satur. Becauſe the girle ſhould not ſuruiue her ſhame, 
And by her preſence ſtill renew his forrowes. 
Titus. A reaſon mighty, ſtrong, and effectuall, 

A patterne, preſident, and lively warrant, 

For me moſt wretched to performe the like, 

Die, die, Lauinia, and thy ſhame with thee, 

And with thy ſhame thy fathers ſorrow die, He hills her, 
Saturn. What haſt thou done vnnaturall and vnkinde? 
Tit. Kild her for whome my teares haue mabe me dlind. 

J am as wofull as Virginius was, 

And haue a thouſand times more cauſe then he, 

To doe this outrage, and it is now done. 

King. What was ſhe rauiſht ? tell who did the deede. 
Titus. Wilt pleaſe you eat, wilt pleaſe your highnes feed? 4 
Tam. Why haſt thou ſlaine thine onely daughter 
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Titus. 


or Tirus Anpronicus. 


Titus. Not I, twas Chiron and Demetrius. 
They rauiſht her, and cut away her tongue, 
And they, twas they, that did her all this wrong. 
King. Goe fetch them hether to vs preſently, 
Titus. Why there they are both, baked in that pie, 
Whereof their mother daintilie hath fed, 
Eating the fleſh that ſhe her ſelfe hath bred. 
Tis true, tis true, witnes my knives ſharpe point. 
He ftabs the empreſſe. 
Empe. Die franticke wretch for this accurſed deede. = 
Lucius, Can the ſonnes eye behold his father bleede ? 
There's meede for meede, death for a deadly deede. 
Marcus. You fad fac'd men, people and ſons of Rome, 
By vprores ſeuerd like a flight of fowle, | 
Scattred by windes and high tempeſtious guſts, 
Oh let me teach you how to knit againe | 
This ſcattred corne into one mutual! ſheaffe, 
Theſe broken limbs againe into one body. 
Roman Lord. Let Rome her ſelfe be bane vato her ſelfe, 
And ſhee whome mightie kingdomes curſie too, 
Like a forlorne and deſperate caſt away, 
Doe ſhamefull execution on her ſelfe. 
But if my froſtie ſignes and chaps of age, 
Graue witneſſes of true experience, 
Connot induce you to attend my words, 
Speake Romes deere friend, as erſt our anceſtor, 
When with his ſolemne tongue he did diſcourſe 
To loue-ſicke Didees ſad attending care, 
The ſtory of that baleful burning night, 
When ſubtile Greekes ſurprizd king Priams Troy. 
Tell vs what Sinon hath bewitcht our cares, 
Or who hath brought the fatall engine in 
That giues our Troy, our Rome the ciuill wound. 
Mo hart is not compact of flint nor ſteele, 
Nor 


= — 8 
Er m . ]—˙Ü ö —¾Ä— ox oo 


4 l 
i! 
: 
it 
li 
16 
it 1 
491 
"9 
9 | 
10 
We 
' "* 
vn 
1 
* 11 
4! 
: 
th 
it! 
44 
i : 
1 4 
1 
1 
: 1 
1 
1 
* 
Wy 
4 
. 
1 
1 
[©] 
1 
i 


| 
1 
| 


— 2 2 . oo 
2 _ 2 . 


I — 

- . W-6 
— — — 
= — 


— IC 


GE TITS EY 
= 2 


— 


D — 


——mPͤ Ü Wool tl — Bs. cos 
— — — 


— — 
— 
— 


_ 
—9 


[1 a) 
1 


TE Mesr LAMENTARELE TRACE DIR 


Nor can I vtter all our bitter griefe, 

But floods of teares will drowne my oratorie, 

And breake my very vttrance euen in the time 

When it ſhould moue you to attend me maſt, 

Lending your kind commiſeration. 

Heere is a captaine let him tell the tale, 

Your harts will throb and weepe to heare him fpeake. 
Lucius. Then noble auditory be it knowne to you, 

That curſed Chiron and Demetrius 

Were they that murdred our emperours brother, 

And they it were that rauiſhed our ſiſter, - 

For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded, 

Our fathers teares deſpiſd and baſely couſend, 

Of that true hand that fought Romes quarrell out, 

And ſent her enemies vato the graue. 

Laſtly my ſelfe vnkindly baniſhed, 

The gates ſhut on me and turnd weeping out, 

To beg reliefe among Romes enemies, 

Who drownd their enmity in my true teares, 

And opt their armes to imbrace me as a friend, 

And I am the turned forth be it knowne to you, 

That haue preſerud her welfare in my blood, 

And from her boſome tooke the enemies point, 

Sheathing the ſteele in my aduentrous OP. 

Alas you know I am no vaunter I, 

My ſcars can witnes, dumb although they are, 

That my report is inſt and full of truth, 

But ſoft, methinkes I doe digreſſe too much, 

Cyting my worthles praiſe. Oh pardon me, 

For when no friends are by, men praiſe themſelues. 
Marcu. Now is my turne to ſpeake ; behold this childe, 

Of this was Tamora delivered, 

The iſſue of an irreligious Moore, 

Chiefe architect and plotter of theſe woes, | 

N | | The 


or Tirus ANDRONICUS. 


The villaine is aliue in Titus houſe, 

And as he is to witnes this is true, 

Now indge what courſe had Titus to reuenge, 
Theſe wrongs, vnſpeakeable paſt pacience, 

Or more then any living man could beare. 

Now you have heard the truth, what ſay you Romanes ? 
Haue we done ought amiſſe? ſhow vs wherein, 
And from the place where you behold vs now, 
The poore remainder of Andronicie 

Will hand in hand all headlong caſt vs downe, 
And on the ragged ſtones beat forth our braines, 
And make a mutuall cloſure of our houſe : 
Speake Romaines ſpeake, and if you ſay we ſhall, 
Loe hand in hand Lucius and I will fall. 

Emillius. Come come thou reuerent man of Rome, 
And bring our emperour gently in thy hand, 

Lucius our emperour for well I know, 
The common voyce doe cry it ſhall be ſo. 

Marcus. Lucius, all haile Remes royall 6mperour, 
Goe goe into old Titus ſorrowfull houſe, 

And hither hale that miſbelieuing Moore, 

To be adiudgd ſome direfull ſlaughtering death, 
As puniſhment for his molt wicked life. 

Lucius all haile to Romes gracious gouernour. 

Lucius. Thankes gentle Romaines may I gouerne ſo, 
To heale Romes harmes, and wipe away her woe: N 
But gentle people giue me aime a while, 

For nature puts me to a heauie taſke, 

Stand all aloofe, but vnckle draw you neere, 

To ſhed obſequious teares vpon this trunke, 

Oh take this warme kiſſe on thy pale cold lips, 
Theſe ſorrowful drops vpon thy blond-ſlaine face, 
The laſt true duties of thy noble ſonne. 

Mare. Teare for teare, and louing kiſſe for kiſſe, 
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THE MOST-hAMENTABLY ERACEDIE 


Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy lips 
Oh were the ſumme of theſe that I ſhould pay, 
Countleſſe and infinite, yet would I pay them. 171 
Lucius. Come hither boy come, come and learne of vs, 
To melt in ſhowers, thy grandſier lon'd thee: well, | 
Many a time he daunſt thee on his knee, | 
Sung thee aſleepe, his loving breaſt thy 8 
Many a matter hath he told to thee, | 
Meete and agreeing with thine infancie, 
In that reſpect then, like a louing childe, 
Shed yet ſome ſmall drops from thy tender {pring, 
Becauſe kinde, nature doth require it ſo, 
Friends ſhoutd aſſociate friends in griefe and woe. 
Bid him farewell, commit him to the graue, 
Doe them that kindnes, and take leaue of them. 
Puer. O grandſier, grandſire, cuen with all my hart, 
Would I were dead ſo you did live againe. 
O Lord I cannot ſpeake to him for weeping, 
My teares will choake me if I ope my mouth. 
Romaine. You fad Andronicie haue done with woes, 
Giue ſentence on this execrable wretch, 
That hath bene breeder of theſe dire events. 
Lucius. Set him breaſt deepe in earth and famiſh him 
There let him ſtand and raue and cry for foode, 
If any one releeues or pitties him, 
For the offence he dies, this is our doome. 
Some ſtay to ſee him faſtned in the earth, 
Aron, Ah why ſhould wrath be mute, and fury dumb ? 
I am no baby I, that with baſe praiers 
I ſhould repent the euils I haue done, 
Ten thouſand worſe then euer yet I did, 
Would I performe if I might have my will, 
If one good deed in all my life J did, 
I doe repent it from my very ſoule. 


Lucius. 


or Trrvs ANDRONICUS, 


Lucius, Some louing friends conuey the emperour henes 


And giue him buriall in his fathers graue, 

My father and Lauinia ſhall forthwith 

Be cloſed in our houſholds monument : 

As for that hanous tiger Tamora, 

No funerell rite, nor man in mournefull weeds, 
No mourncfull. bell ſhall ring her buriall. 

But throw her forth to beaſts and birds to prey, 
Her lite was beaſtly and deuoid of pitty, 

And being ſo ſhall haue like want of pitty. 

See iuſtice done on Aron that dambd Moore, 

By whome our heauy haps had their beginning : 
Then afrerwards to order well the ſtate, 

That like euents may ner'e it ruinate. 
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1 of this Play there | is another edition l in quarto 
of the ſame year, and by the ſame printers, 
but without any preface, and is no more 
than a copy from the foregoing one. 

There is likewiſe ſaid to be another edition 

— dy the ſame printers without date, but I 


have never met with 6 


A neuer writer, to an euer reader. 0 
Newes. 


TERNALL reader, you haue heere a new 


play, neuer flaPd with the ſtage, neuer clap- 
per-clawd with the palmes of the vulger, and 


yet paſſing full of the palme comicall ; for it is a 


birth of your braine, that neuer vnder-tooke any thing 
commicall, vainely: and were but the vaine names of 
commedies changde for the titles of commodities, or of 
playes for pleas; you ſhould ſee all thoſe grand cen- 


Ars, that now tile them ſuch vanities, flock to them 


for. the maine grace of their grauities: eſpecially this 


_ author's commedies, that are ſo fram'd to-thelifs; that 
they ſerue for the moſt common commentaries,of all 
= attious of our lives, ſhewing ſuch'a dexteritir, and 
puter of witte, that the moſt diſpleaſed with playes, 
are 2 with his commedies. And all ſuch dull and 
Heauy-witted worldlings, as were neuer capable. ef the 


witte of a commedie, comming by report of them to his 


repreſentations, haue found that witte there, that 
they neuer found in them-ſelues, and haue paried bet- 
ter wittied then they came : feeling an edge of witte 
ſet vpon them, more then euer they dreamd they had 
braine to grinde it on. So much and ſuch ſauored 


ſalt of witte is in his commedies, that they ſeeme (for 


their height of pleaſure) to be borne in that ſea that 
brought forth Venus. Amongſt all there is none more 
witty then this: and had I time I would comment 
pon it, though I know it needs not, (for ſa much as 
Ce will 
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will make you thinke your teſterne well beftowd) but 
for ſo much worth, as euen poore I know to be ſtuft 
init, It deſerues ſuch a labour, as well as the beſt 
commedy in Terence or Plautus. And beleeue this, 
that when hee is gone, and his commedies out of ſale, 
you will ſcramble for them, and ſet vp a new Engliſh 
inquiſition. Take this for a warning, and at the per- 
rill of your pleaſures loſſe, and iudgements, refuſe not, 
nor like this the leſſe, for not being ſullied, with the 
ſmoaky breath of the multitude; but thanke fortune 
for the ſcape it hath made amongſt you. Since by the 
grand peſſeſſors wills I beleeue you ſhould haue prayd 
for them rather then beene prayd. And ſo I leaue all 
ſuch to bee prayd for (for the ſtates of their Wits 
bealths NE that will not 8 pragje it. Vale. 
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TROYLUS an CRESSEIDA. 


Enter Pandarus and T roylus, 


«. 


Troy. 
ALL hcere my varlet, Ile vnarme againe, 
Why ſhould I warre without the walls of Trey - ) 
That finde ſuch cruell battell here within, 
Each Troyan that is maiſter of his heart, 
Let him to field Troylus alas hath none. 

Pan, Will this geere nere be mended ? 

Troy. The Greeks are ſtrong and ſkilfull to their ſtrengrh 
Fierce to their ſkill, and to their fierceneſſe valiant. 

But I am weaker then a womans teare ; 
Tamer then ſleepe; fonder then ignorance, 
Leſſe valiant then the virgin in the night, 
And ſkilleſſe as vnpractiz'd infancy. 

Pan. Well, I haue told you enough of this; for my part 
Ile not meddle nor make no farther ; hee that will haue a cake 
out of the wheate muſt tarry the grynding. 

Tro. Haue I not tarried ? 

Pan. I the grinding; but you muſt tarry the boulting. 

Troy. Haue I not tarried ? 

Pande. I the boulting; but you muſt tarry the leauening. 

Troy. Still haue I tarriedp 


04 Pan. 
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Pan. I, to the leauening, but heares yet in the word here 
after, the kneading, the making of the cake, tie heating the 
ouen, and the baking, nay you mult ſtay the WY Ws too or 
yea may chance burne your lippes, 0 

Troy. Pacienee herſelfe, what goddeſſe ere he be, 

Doth leſſer blench at ſuffrance then I do. 

At Priams royall table do I fit 

And when faire Creſſid comes into my thong ba, 

So traitor then ſhe comes When ſhe is thence, © "© ©? 

Pand. Well ſhee lookt yeſternight fairer Won euer I fow h her 
looke, or any woman els. 

Troy. I was about to tell thee when my heart, 

As wedged with a figh would riue in twaine, 

Leaſt Hector or my father ſhould perceiue mee: 

I have (as when the ſunne doth light a ſcorne) 

Buried this figh in wrincle of a ſmyle, | 

But ſorrow that is coucht in ſeeming gladneſſe, 

Is like that mirth fate turnes to ſuddaine ſadneſſe.. 

Pan. And her haire were not ſome-what darker then Het: 
ba, well go to, there were no more compariſon betweene the 
wamen ! but for my part ſhe is my kinſwoman, I would not 
as they tearme it-praiſe her, but I would ſom-body had heard 
her talke yeſter-day as I did, I will not Ty _ * 
Caſſundræs Wit, but | 

Troy. Oh Pandarus 1 tell thee r | 
When I do tell thee there my hopes lie drown'd . 

Reply not in how many fadomes deepe, 152 

They lie indrench'd I tell thee I am madde: 

In Creſſids Joue? thou anſwerſt ſhe is faire, 

 Pawreſt in the open ulcer of my heart: Br 

Her eyes, her haire her checke, her gate, her voice, 
Handleſt in thy diſcourſe: O that her hand 

In-whole rompariſon all whites are ynke e 
Writing their owne reproch.; to whoſe ſoft ſeiſure, : -. . 
LOA | The 


TRroOYLvs -AND- CRESSEIDA.. 


The cignets:downe is harſh,, and ſpirit of ſeace > + * 
Hard as the paltne of plow-man; this thou telſt me, 
As true thou telſt me, when I fay I loue her, : 
But ſaying thus in ſteed of oyle and balme, 


Thou layſt in every gaſh that loue bath given mee. 
The knife that made it. 


Pan. I ſpeake no more then truth. 

Troy. Thou doſt not ſpeake ſo much. : 

Pan, Faith Ile not meddle in it, let her bee as mee! is, ir 
ſhe bee faire tis the better for her, and ſhee bee not, ſhe has 
the mends in her one hands. 

Troy. Good Pandarus, how now Pandarus ? | 

Pan. I haue had my labour for my trauell, ill thought on 
of her, and ill thought of you, gon betweene _ YE 
but ſmall thanks for my labour, 

Troy. What art thou angry Pandarus ? what with 1 

Pan. Becauſe: ſhee's kin to me therefore ſhee's not ſo faire 
as Hellen, and ſhe were kin to me, ſhe would be as faire a 
Friday as Hellen, is on Sunday, but what I? 1 care not and 
wer were a'blackeamore, tis all one to mee. 

© Troy, Say I ſhe is not faire? 8 9 F 

Pan. I do not care whether you do or no, thats 00 1 to 
929 behinde her father let her to the Greekes, and fo Ile tell 


her the next time I ſee her for my part Ile meddle nor make 
ao more ith* matter. 


Troy. Pandarus.” 
Pan, Not 1. 
Troy. Sweete Pandarus. 


Pan. Pray you ſpeake no more to mee I will laue all as I 
found it and there an end. > 199 nit. 
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Sound alarum. 


Troy. Peace you vngricious clamors, peace rude ſounds, 
Fooles on both ſides, Hellen muft needes be faire, 
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When with your bloud you daylie paint her thus, 

I cannot fight vpon this argument : | 
It is too ſtaru'd a ſubiect for my ſword, 
But Pandarus : O gods! how do you plague me 
I cannot come to Creſſid but by Pandar, | 
And he's as teachy to be wood to woe, 

As ſhe is ſtubborne, chaſt, againſt all ſuite, 

Tell me Apollo for thy Daphues loue 

What Creſſid is, what Pandar, and what we: 

Her bed is India there ſhe lies, a pearle, 

Betweene our Jium, and where ſhee reides 

Let it be cald the wild and wandring flood : 

Our ſelfe the marchant, and this ſayling Pandar, 
©ur doubtfull hope, our conuoy and our barke, 


Alarum. Enter Eneas. 


Ene. How now prince Troylus, wherefore not a field. 
Troy. Becauſe not there ; this womans anſwer ſorts, 
For womaniſh it is to be from thence. 


What newes Eneas from the field to day? 


Ene. That Paris is returned home and hurt. 

Troy. By whom #neas ? 

Ene. Troylus by Menelaus. 

Troy. Let Paris bleed tis but a ſcar to ſcorne, 
Paris is gor'd with Menelaus horne. Alarum. 

Ene. Harke what good ſport is out of towne to day. 

Troy. Better at home, if would I might were may: 
But to the ſport abrode are you bound thither ? 

Ene. In all ſwift haſt. 

Troy. Come goe wee then togither. Exeunt. 


Enter Creſſid and her Man. 


ce Who were thoſe went by 2 


Man. Queene Hecuba, and Hellen. = 
Cre}. 


TROYLUS, AND! CRESSEIDA.. 


Creſ. And whether.goe they? _. :....- + ...... -.-., 

Man. Vp to the eaſterne tower, | 
Whoſe hight commands as ſubiect all the vaile, 

To ſee the battell : Hector whole pacience, 

Is as a vertue fixt, to day was mou'd: 

Hee chid Andromache and ſtrooke his armorer, 
And like as there were huſbandry in warre 
Before the ſunne roſe, hee was harneſt lyte, 
And to the field goes hee; where euery flower 
Did as a prophet weepe what it foreſawe, 

In Heftors wrath. 

Creſ. What was his cauſe of anger. 

Man. The noiſe goes this, there is amonge the oreli, 
A lord of Triax bloud, nephew to Hector, 

They call him Aiax. 

Cre/. Good; and what of him. 

Man. They ſay hee is a very man per /e and Nands alone, 

Creſ. So do all men vnleſle the are dronke, ſicke, or haue 
no legges. \ 

Man. This man lady, hath rob'd many beaſts of their par- 
ticular additions, hee is as valiant as the lyon, churliſh as the 
beare, ſlowe as the elephant: a man into whome nature hath 
fo crowded humors, that his valour is cruſht into folly, his 
folly ſauced with diſcretion: there is no man hath a vertue, 
that he hath not a glimpſe of, nor any ma an attaint, but he 
carries ſome ſtaine of it. Hee is melancholy without cauſe 
and merry againſt the haire, hee hath the ioynts of every 
thing, but euery thing ſo out of ioynt, that hee is a gowtie 
Briareus, many hands, and no vſe: or purblinde Argus, al 
eyes, and no light. 

Creſ. But how ſhould this man that makes me ſmile, make 
Hector angry. 

Man. They ſay hee at cop't Hector in the battell and 
ſtroke him downe, the diſdaine and ſhame whereof hath euer 
| ſince kept Hector faſting and waking. 
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Creſ. Who comes here. : | 

Man. Maddam your vncle Pandurur. WY 

_ Cref. Hectars a gallant man. N 

Man. As may be in the world lady. 

Pand. Whats that? whats that? eee e 

"Gref. Good morrow vncle Pandarut. 

Pan. Good morrow cozen Crefſid : what doe Wk talke of ? 
good morrow Alexander : how doe you cozen ? r hen were 
you at lum ? 

. Cref. This morning vncle, 

Pan. What were you talking of when I came 25 Was Refer 
EY and gon ere yea came to Mium, Hellen was not vp 
was ſne? 

Creſ. Hector was gone but Hellen was not vp. 

Pan. F'ene fo, Hector was ſtirring early. 

creſ. That were wee talking of, and of his anger. 

Pan. Was he angry? 

R  Cref.. So he ſaies here. 

Pan. True, hee was ſo; I know the cauſe to, heele lay 
about him to day can tel them that, and ther's 8 7 roylus wil 
not come farre behind him, let them take heede. of Troylus; 1 
can tell them that too. 

Creſ. What is he angry too? 

Pan. Who 7. roylus ? Troylus is the better man of the tv 

Creſ. Oh Tupiter ther's no compariſon. 6h 

Pan. What not betweene Troylus and Heflor E 'do you ktiow 
a man if you ſce him? 

: ref. I, if I ener ſaw him before and knew bim. 
Pan. Well I fay Troyhe is Traykes, | OG 9065 TUT 
| Cree. Then vou ſay as I fay, for Tam ſure hee is not Heffer 
Pan. No nor Hector is not Treylus i in ſome degrees. he 
Cref. Tis iuſt, to each of them he is himſelfe. © wu 
Pan. imlelfe, alas poore Troylus I would he were. 
Cereſ. 8o he is. | CEA be atk 


* « 


S 


9 * 1 


— 


N 


$i 21. 5 2 6. £ , vY 
#.4 „. ert - pI =1 1 : s 4 * FE « FY' 


ea 
a 
= . 4 A * . * * 2 
r g e eee : or 
* w « 
FP „ BY = . 
. x * . 
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Pan. Condition I had gone bare. foot to India. 

Creſ. He is not Hector. 

Pan. Himſelfe? no? hee's not himſelſe, would a were him- 
ſelfe, well the Gods are abone, time muſt friend or end well 
Troylus well, I would my heart were in her body, no, Hefter 
is not a better man then 75 roylus. 

Creſ. Excuſe me. 

Pand. He is elder. 

Creſ. Pardon me, pardon me. 

Pand. Th' others not come too't, you ſhall tell me another 
tale when th others come too't, Hector ſhall not haue bis will 
this yeare. 

Creſ. He ſhall not neede it if he haue his owne. 

Pand. Nor his qualities. | 

Creſ. No matter. 

Pand. Nor his beautie. 

Creſ. Twould not become him, his own's better. 

Pan. You haue no iudgement neece; Hellen her ſelfe ſwore 
th other day that Troylus for a browne fauour Fo for fot tis I 
vaſt confeſſe ) not browne neither. 
Cref. No, but browne. | 
Pand. Faith to ſay truth, browne and not browne, Py 
Creſ. To ſay the truth, true and not true. £5 
Pand. She praiſd his complexion aboue Paris, 

Creſ. Why. Paris hath colour inough, 

Pand. So he has. 

Creſ. Then Troylus ſhould haue too much, if nee praizd 
him aboue, his complexion is higher then his, hee hauing co- 
lour enough, and the other higher, is too flaming a praiſe for 
a good complexion, I had as lieue Helen, golden tongue had 
commended Troylus for a copper noſe. 

Pand, I ſweare to you! thinke Helen loues bim better then 
Paris. 

. Creſ. Then ſhees a merry Greeke indeed. 
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Pand. Nay I am ſure ſhe dooes, ſhe came to him th'other 
day into the compaſt window, and you know hee has not paſt 
three or foure haires on his chinne. 

Creſ. Indeed a tapſters arithmetique may ſoone bring his 
particulars therein to a totall. 

Pand. Why he is very yong, and yet will he within three 
pound liſte as much as his brother Hector. 

Creſ. Is he ſo yong a man, and ſo old a lifter. 

Pand. But to prooue to you that Hellen loues him, ſhee 
came and puts mee her white hand to his clonen chin. 

Creſ. hino haue mercy, how came it clouen ? 

Pan. Why, you know tis dimpled, 

I thinke his ſmyling becomes him better then any © man in all 
Phrigia. 
Creſ. Oh he ſmiles valianty. 
Pan. Dooes hee not? 
Creſ. O yes, and twere a clowd in autumne. 
Pan. Why go to then, but to proue to you that Heller 
lones Trey uf. 

Creſ. Treylus wil ſtand to thee proofe if youle prooue it ſo. © 

Pan. Troylus, why hee eſteemes her no more then I eſteeme ' 
an addle epge. 

Creſ. Tf you loue an addle egge as well as you loue an a idle 
head you would eate chickens ith ſhell, 

Pan. I cannot chuſe but laugh to thinke how ſhe ticled 
his chin, indeed ſhee has a maruel's white hand I muſt needs 
confeſſe. 

creſ. Without the rack. 

Pan. And ſhee takes vpon her to ſpie a white heare on his 
chinne. 

Creſ. Alas poore chin many a wart is ritcher. 

Pan. But there was ſuch laughing, queene Hecuba laught 
that her eyes ran ore, 

Creſ. With milſtones. 
A. Pan. 


TRrRoYLUS AND CRESSEIDA. 


Pan. And Caſſandra laught. 

Creſ. But there was a more temperate fire vader the par of 
her eyes : did her eyes run ore to? 

Pan. And Hector laught. 

Creſ. At what was all this laughing. 

Pan. Marry at the white heare that Hellen ſpied on \ Troylus 
chin. 

Creſ. And thad beene a greene heare I ſhould haue laught 
too. 

Pan, They laught not ſo much at the keare as at his pretty 
anſwere. 

Creſ. What was his anſwere ? 

Pan. Quoth ſhee heere's but two and fifty heires on your 
chinne ; and one of them is white, | | 

Creſ. This is her queſtion. 

Pan. Thats true, make no queſtion of that, two and fiftie 
heires quoth hee, and one white, that white heire is my fa- 
ther, and all the reſt are his ſonnes. Jupiter quoth ſhee, 
which of theſe heires is Paris my huſband ? the forked dne 
quoth he, pluckt out and giue it him : but there was ſuch 
laughing, and Hellen fo bluſht, and Paris ſo chaf't, and * 
the reſt ſo laught that it paſt. 

Creſ. So let it now for it has beene a great while going by. 

Pan. Well cozen I tould you a thing yeſterday, think on't. 

. Greſ. $ o] doe. 

Pan. Ile be ſworne tis true, he will weepe you an'twere a 
man borne in April. Sound a retreate. 

Cref. And lle ſpring vp in his teares an'twere a nettle 
againſt May. 

Pan. Harke they are comming 3 the field, ſhall we ſtand 
vp here and ſee them as they paſſe toward tion, good neece 
do, ſweete neece Creſſeida. 

Creſ. At your pleaſure. 


ha Heere, here, here's an excellent place, here wee may 
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ſee moſt brauely, Ile tell you them all by their names, as they 
paſſe by, but marke Troylus aboue the reſt. 


Enter Zneas. 


Creſ. Speake not ſo lowde. 
Pan. Thats Aneas, is not that a braue man, hees one of 


the flowers of Trey I can tell you, but marke Troylus, you 


mal ſee anon. 
creſ. Who's that? 


Enter Antenor. 


Pan. Thats Antenor, he has a ſhrow'd wit I can tell you, 
and hee's man good enough, hees one o'th ſoundeſt iudgements 
in Troy whoſoever, and a proper man of perſon, when comes 
Troylus, Ile ſhew you Troy/us anon, if hee ſee me, you ſhal! 
ſee him nod at mee. 

Cref. Will he giue you the nod, 

Pan. You ſhall fee. 

Creſ. If he do the ritch ſhall haue more. 


Enter Hector. 


Pan. Thats Hector, that, that, looke you that, thers a fel - 
low! goe thy way Hector, ther's a braue man neece, O braue 
Hector, looke how hee lookes, theres a countenance, iſt not a 
brave man? 

Creſ. O a brave man. 

Pan. Is a not? it dooes a man heart nad; looke you what 
hacks are on his helmet, looke you yonder, do you ſee, looke 
you there, thers no ieſting, thers laying on, takt off, who 
will as they ſay, there be hacks. 

nd Be thoſe with ſwords. 


Enter Paris. 


Pan. Swords, any thing he cares not, and the diuell come 
to him, its all one, by Gods lid it dooes ones heart good. 
Yonder 
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Yonder comes Paris, yonder comes Paris, looke ye yonder 
neece, iſt not a gallant man to, iſt not, Why this is braue now, 
who ſaid he came hurt home to day. Hee's not hurt, why 
this will do Hellens heart good now ha ? would 1 could ſee 1 
2 now, you ſhall ſee Troylus anon. ey 1 
* n that? 12 HEINE * 4 


Enter Helenus. e ; L 
Pan. Thats Helenus, I maruell where Troylus is, thats He- 'v 
lenus, I thinke he went not forth to day, thats Helmut. by 
Cel. Can Helenus fight vncle? | ** 1 
Pan. Helenus no: yes heele fight indifferent, wall I oo ll | 
where Troylus 1 is; harke doe you not here the people a crie Ti ** 1 j 
lus. 2. Helenus is a prieſt. ag ett þ 
Creſ. What ſneaking fellow comes yonder ? ___ ...._... Fl. 
Enter T roylus. 121 | | ge E g | 
Panda. Where? yonder ? thats Deiþhobus. © Tis Troylus / ö | 
theres a man neece, hem? braue Troylus the prince of chi- iy 
Creſ. Peace for ſhame peace. 


Pan. Marke him, note him: O braue Troylus, looke well | 
vpon him neece, looke you how is ſword is bloudied, and 
his helme more hackt then Hefors, and how hee lookes, and 0 
how hee goes? O admirable youth, hee neuer ſaw three and 
twenty, go thy way Troylus, go thy way, had I a ſiſter were a 
grace, or a daughter a goddeſſe, hee ſhould take his choice, O 
admirable man ! Paris? Paris is durt to him, and 1 warrant 
Hellen to change would giue an 9705 to den : 

Creſ. Here comes more. | 

Pa. Aſſes, fooles, doults, chaff and | hon chaff ay — 15 | 
porredge after meate, I could live and die in the eyes of Troy- | | 
lus, nere looke, nere looke, the eagles are gonne, crowes and | 
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dawes, crowes and dawes, I had rather bee ſuch a man as 
Troylus, then Agamemnon and all Greece. | 

Creſ. There is amongſt the Greekes, Achilles a better man 
then Troylus. 

Pan. Achilles, a dray-man, a porter, a very cammell. 

Creſ. Well, well. 

Pan. Well, well, why haue you any diſcretion, haue you 
any eyes, doe you know what a man is ? is not birth, beauty, 
good ſhape, diſcourſe, man-hood, learning, gentleneſſe, ver- 
tue youth, liberallity and ſuch like, the ſpice and ſalt that 
ſeaſon a man. 

Creſ. Ja minſt man, and then to bee bak't with no date in 
the pie, for then the mans date is out, 

Pan. You are ſuch a woman a man knowes not at what ward 


you lie. 
Creſ. Vpon my backe to defend my bellie, vpon my wit to 


defend my wiles, vpon my ſecrecy to defend mine honeſty, 
my maſke to defend my beauty, and you to defend all theſe : 


and at al theſe wards I lie, at a thouſand watches, 

Pan. Say one of your watches, 

Creſ. Nay Ile watch you for that; and thats one of the chief. 
eſt of them two: if I cannot ward what I would not haue hit: 
I can watch you for telling how I tooke the blowe vnleſſe 
it ſwell paſt hiding and then its paſt TOY! 

Pan. You are ſuch another. 


Enter Boy. 


Boy. Sir my lord would inſtantlie ſpeake with you. 

Pan, Where? 

Boy. At your owne houſe there he vnarmes him. 

Pan. Good boy tell him Icome, I doubt he be hurt, fare ye 
well good neice. 
Creſ. Adiew uncle. 
Pan. I wil be with you neice by and by. 


Cref. 
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Creſ. To bring vncle. 

Pan. Ia token from Troylus. 

Creſ. By the ſame token you are a bawde, 
Words, vowes, guifts, teares and loues full ſacrifize. 
He offers in anothers enterprize, 
But more in Troylus thouſand fould I ſee, 
Then in the glaſſe of Pandars praiſe may bee, 
Yet holdI off : women are angels woing, 
«© Things woone are done, ioyes ſoule lies in the dooing. 
'That ſhee belou'd, knows naught that knows not this, 
« Men price the thing vngaind more then it is, 
That ſhe was neuer yet that euer knew 
Loue got ſo ſweet, as when deſire did ſue, 
Therefore this maxim out of loue I teach, 
« Atchiuement is command; vngaind beſeech, 
Then though my hearts content firme loue doth beare, 
Nothing of that ſhall from mine eyes appeare. e 


Enter Agamemnon, Neſtor, Vliſſes, Diomedes, Menelaus 
with others. 


Fea. Princes: what griefe hath ſet theſe iaundies ore your 
cheekes? | 
The ample propoſition that hope makes, 

In all deſignes begun on earth below, 
Failes in the promiſt largeneſſe, checks and diſaſters, 
Grow in the vaines of actions higheſt reard. 
As knots by the conflux of meeting ſap, 
Infects the ſound pine, and diuerts his graine, 
Tortiue and errant from his courſe of growth. 
Nor Princes is it matter new to vs, 
That we come ſhort of our ſuppoſe ſo farre, 
That after ſeauen yeares ſiege, yet Troy walls ſtand, 
Sith euer action that hath gone before, 
Whereof we haue record, triall did draw, 
Bias and thwart : not anſwering the ayme, 
Dd2 And 
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And that vnbodied figure of the thought, 
That gau't ſurmiſed ſhape: why then you princes, 


Do you with cheekes abaſht behold our workes, 


And call them ſhames which are indeed naught elſe, 
But the protractiue tryals of great Hue, 

To finde perſiſtiue conſtancie in men. 

The fineneſſe of which mettall is not found, 

In fortunes loue: for then the bould and coward, 
The wiſe and foole, the artiſt and vnread, 

The hard and ſoft ſeeme all affyn'd and kin, 


But in the winde and tempeſt of her frowne, 


Diſtinction with a broad and powerfull fan, 
Puffing at all, winnowss the light away, 
And what hath maſſe or matter by it ſelfe, 
Lyes rich in vertue and vnmingled. 
Neſtor. With due obſer uance of the godlike ſeate, 
Great Agamemnon, Neſtor ſhall apply | 
Thy lateſt words. In the reproofe of chance, 
Lies the true proofe of men: the ſea being ſmooth, 
How many ſhallow bauble boates dare ſaile, 
Vpon her ancient breſt, making their way 
With thoſe of nobler bulke ? 
But let the ruffian Boreas once enrage 
The gentle Thet:s, and anon, behold 
The ſtrong ribbd barke through liquid mountaines cut, 
Bounding betweene the two moyſt elements, 
Like Perſeus horſe. Where's then the ſawcie boate, 
Whoſe weake vntymberd ſides but even now 
Corriuald greatneſſe? either to harbor fled, 


Or made a toſte for Neptune : euen ſo 


Doth valours ſhew, and valours worth deuide 

In ſtormes of fortune; for in her ray and brightneſſe 

The heard hath more annoyance by the bryze 

Then by the tyger, but when the ſplitting winde, 
eee | Makes 
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Makes flexible the knees of knotted okes, 


And flies fled vnder ſhade, why then the thing of courage, 


As rouz'd with rage, with rage doth ſimpathize, 
And with an accent tun'd in ſelfe ſame key, 
Retires to chiding fortune. 

Lill. Agamemnon, 
Thou great commander, nerues and bone of Greece, 
Heart of our numbers, ſoule and onely ſpright, 
In whom the tempers and the minds of all 
Should be ſhut vp: heere what Vliſſes ſpeakes, 
Beſides th' applauſe and approbation, 
The which moſt mighty (for thy place and ſway 
And thou moſt reuerend) for the ſtretcht out lite, 
I giue to both your ſpeeches ; which were ſuch 
As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece, 
Should hold vp high in brafſe, and ſuch againe 
As venerable Nef/tor (hatcht in ſiluer) 
Should with a bond of ayre ſtrong as the axel-tree, 
(On which heauen rides) knit all the Greeki/þ eares 
To his experienc't tongue, yet let it pleaſe both 
Thou great and wiſe, to heare Vlies ſpenke. 
Troy yet vpon his baſes had beene down, 
And the great Hectors {word had nackt a maſter 
But for theſe inſtances. 
The ſpecialtie of rule hath beene neglected, 
And looke how many Grecian tents do ſtand, 
| Hollow vpon this plaine, ſo many hollow factions, 
When that the generall is not like the hive, 
To whom the forragers ſhall all repaire, 
What honey is expected? Degree being viſarded 
Th'vnworthieſt ſhewes as fairly in the maſke, 
The heauens them-ſelues, the plannets and this center, 
Obſerue degree, prioritie and place, 
In ſiſture, courſe, proportion, ſeaſon, forme, 
Office and cuſtome, in all line of order, 
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And therefore is the glorious planet Sol, 

In noble eminence enthron'd and ſpherd, 

Amidſt the other; whoſe medcinable eye, 

Corrects the influence of euill planets, 

And poſts like the commandment of a king, 

Sans check to good and bad. But when the planets, 


In euill mixture to diſorder wander, 


What plagues, and what portents, what mutinie ? 
What raging of the ſea, ſhaking of earth ? 
Commotion in the winds, frights, changes, horrors 
Diuert and crack, rend and deracinate, 

The vnitie and married calme of ſtates 

Quite from their fixture : O when degree is ſhakt, 
Which is the ladder of all high deſignes, 

The enterpriſe is ſick. How could communities, 
Degrees in ſchooles, and brother-hoods in citties, 
Peacefull commerce from deuidable ſhores, 

The primogenitie and due of birth, 

Prerogatiue of age, crownes, ſcepters, lawrels, 

But by degree ſtand in authentique place: 

Take but degree away, vntunè that ſtring, 

And harke what diſcord followes, each thing melts 
In meere oppugnancie : the bounded waters 
Should lift their boſomes higher then the ſhores, 
And make a ſop of all this ſolid globe: 

Strength ſhould be the lord of imbecilitie, 
And the rude ſonne ſhould ſtrike his father dead. 
Force ſhould be right or rather right and wrong, 
( Betweene wheſe endleſſe iarre iuſtice recides ) 
Should looſe their names, and ſo ſhould iuſtice to ? 


Then every thing include it ſelfe in power, 


Power into will, will into appetite, 
And appetite an vniuerſall woolfe, 


{So dqubly ſecanded with will and power) 
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Muſt make perforce an vniuerſall prey, 

And laſt eate vp himſelfe, 

Great Agamemnon, 

This chaos when degree is ſuffocate, 

Followes the choaking, | 

And this neglection of degree it is, 

That by a pace goes backward with a purpoſe 

It hath to clime. The generalls diſdaind, 

By him one ſtep below, he by the next, 

That next by him beneath, ſo every ſtep, 

Exampl'd by the firſt pace that is ſick 

Ok his ſuperior, growes to an enuious feauer 

Of pale and bloudleſſe emulation, 

And *tis this feauer that keepes Troy on foote, 

Not her owne finnews. To end a tale of length, 

Troy in our weakneſle ſtands not in her ſtrength. 
Neſtor. Moſt wiſely hath Y1ifes here diſcouerd, 


The feuer whereof all our power is ſick, 
Agamem. The nature of the ſickneſſe found, Viſſes 


What is the remedie ? 
_ Ulifjes. The great Achilles whom opinion crownes, 

The ſinnow and the fore-hand of our hoſte, 

Having his eare full of his ayrie fame, 

Growes dainty of his worth, and in his tent 

Lies mocking our deſignes: with him Patroclus 

Vpon a lazie bed the live-long day, 

Breakes ſcurrell ieſts. 

And with ridiculous and ſillie action, 

Which (ſlanderer) he imitation calls, 

He pageants vs. Some-time great Agamemnon, 

Thy topleſſe deputation he puts oa, 

And like a ſtrutting player, whoſe conceit 

Lyes in his ham-ſtring, and doth thinke it rich 

To heere the woodden dialogue and ſound,  ... ©  _ 
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Twixt his ſtretcht footing and the ſcoaffolage, 

Such to be pitied and ore reſted ſeeming, 

He acts thy greatneſſe in. And when he ſpeakes, 

Tis like a chime a mending, with termes vnſquare, 

Which from the tongue of roaring Tißhon dropt, 

Would ſeeme hiperboles, at this fuſtie ſtuffe, 

The large Achilles on his preſt bed lolling, 

From his deepe cheſt laughes out a lowd applauſe, 

Cries excellent; 'tis Agamemnon right, 

Now play me Neſtor, hem and ſtroake thy beard, 

As he being dreſt to ſome oration, 

That's done, as neere as the extremeſt ends 

Of paralells, as like as Vulcan and his wife: 

Yet god Achilles ſtill cries excellent, 

Tis Neſtor right: now play him me Patroclus, 

Arming to anſwer in a night alarme, | 

And then forſooth the faint defects of age, 

Muſt be the ſcæne of myrth, to coffe and ſpit, 

And with a palſie fumbling on his gorget, 

Shake in and out the riuet, and at this ſport 

Sir valour dyes, cryes O enough Patreclus, 

Or giue me ribbs of ſteele, I ſhall ſplit all 

In pleaſure of my ſpleene, and in this faſhion, 

All our abilities, guifts, natures ſhapes, 

Seueralls and generalls of grace exact, 

Atchiuements, plots, orders, preuentions, 

Excitements to the field, or ſpeech for truce, 

Succeſſe or loſſe, what is, or is not, ſerues 

As ſtuffe for theſe two to make paradoxes. 
Neſtor. And in the imitation of theſe twaine, 

Who as Vliſſes ſayes opinion crownes, 

With an imperiall voyce: many are infect, 

Aiax is growne ſelfe-wild, and beares his head 

o ſuch a reyne, in full as proud a place 


As 
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As broad Achilles : keepes his tent like him, 
Makes factious feaſts, railes on our ſtate of warre, 
Bould as an oracle, and ſets Ther/ites 

A ſlaue, whoſe gall coynes ſlanders like a mint, 
To match vs in compariſons with durt, 

To weaken our diſcredit, our expoſure 

How ranke ſo cuer rounded in with danger. 


Vliſſes. They taxe our pollicie, and call it cowardice, 


Count wiſdome as no member of the warre, 
Forſtall preſcience, and eſteeme no act 
But that of hand, the ſtill and mentall parts, 
T hat do contrive how many hands ſhall ſtrike, 
When fitneſſe calls them on, and know by meaſure 
Of their obſeruant toyle the enemies waight, 
Why this hath not a fingers dignitie, 
They call this bed-worke, mappry, cloſet warre, 
So that the ram that batters downe the wall, 
For the great ſwinge and rudeneſſe of his poiſe, | 
They place before his hand that made the engine, 
Or thoſe that with the fineſſe of their ſoules, 
By reaſon guide his execution. 

Neſt. Let this be granted, and Achilles horſe 
Makes many Thetis ſonnes. 

Agam, What trumpet ? looke Menelaus. 

Mene. From Troy. 

Agam. What would you fore our tent. 

Ane. Is this great Agamemnons tent I pray you? 

Agam, Euen this. 

Ane. May one that is a herrald and a prince, 
Do a faire meſſage to his kingly eyes ? 

Agam. With ſurety ſtronger then Achilles arme, 


Fore all the Greekiſh heads, which with one voice, 


Call Agamemnon head and generall. 
Ene. Faire leaue and large ſecurity, how may 


A ſtranger 
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A ſtranger to thoſe moſt imperiall lookes, 
Know them from eyes of other mortals ? 

Agam. How? 

Ane. I, I aſke that I might waken reverence, 
And bid the chceke be ready with a bluſh; | 
Modeſt as morning, when ſhee eoldly eyes the youthfull 

Phebus, | 
Which is that God, in office guiding men, 
Which is the high and mighty Agamemnon. 

Agam, This Troyan ſcornes vs, or the men of Troy, 
Are ceremonious courtiers, 

Ane. Courtiers as free as debonaire, vnarm'd 
As bending angels, thats their ſame in peace: 

But when they would ſeeme ſoldiers, they haue galls, 

Good armes, ſtrong joints, true ſwords, and great [ues ac- 
cord 

Nothing ſo full of heart: but peace Ancas, 

Peace Troyan, lay thy finger on thy lips, 

The worthineſſe of praife diſtaines his worth, 

If that the praiſd him-ſelfe bring the praiſe forth. 

But what the repining enemy commends, 

That breath fame blowes, that praiſe ſole pure tranſcends. 

Agam. Sir you of Troy, call you your ſelfe Aineas ? 

Ene. I Greeke, that is my name. 

Agam. Whats your affaires I pray you? 

Ene. Sir pardon, 'tis for Agamemnons eares. 

Aga. He heeres naught priuately that comes from Troy. 

ne. Nor I from Troy come not to whiſ per with him, 

I bring a trumpet to awake his eare, 
To ſet his ſeat on that attentiue bent, 
And then to ſpeake, 

Agam. Speake frankly as the winde, 

It is not Agamemnons ſleeping houre ; 


That 
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That thou ſhalt know Troyan he is awake, 
Hee tels thee ſo himſelfe. 

Ene. Trumpet blowe alowd, 
Send thy braſſe voyce through all theſe lazie tents, 
And euery Greeke of mettell let him know, 
What Troy meanes fairely, ſhall be ſpoke alowd, 


Sound trumpet. 
We haue great Agamemnon heere in Troy, 


A prince calld Hector, Priam is his father, 
Who in his dull and long continued truce, 
Is reſtie growne: he bad me take a trumpet, 
And to this purpoſe ſpeake. Kings, princes, lords, 
If there be one among the fair'ſt of Greece, 
That holds his honour higher then his eaſe, 
And feeds his praiſe, more then he feares his perill, 
That knowes his valonr, and knowes not his feare, 
That loues his miſtreſſe more then in confeſſion, 
(With truant vowes to her owne lips he loues) 
And dare avowe her beautie and her worth, 
In other armes then hers: to him this challenge; 
Hector in view of Troyans and of Greekes, 
Shall make it good or do his belt to do it: 
He hath a lady, wiſer, fairer, truer, 
Then euer Greeke did couple in his armes, 
And will to morrow with his trumpet call, 
Mid-way betweene your tents and walls of Trey, 
To rouze a Grecian that is true in loue: 
If any come, Hector ſhall honor him: 
If none, heele ſay in Troy when he retires, 
The Grecian dames are ſun- burnt, and not worth 
The ſplinter of a launce. Euen ſo much. 

Agam. This ſhall be told our louers lord Ænsar, 
If none of them haue ſoule in ſuch a kinde, 
We left them all at home, but we are ſouldiers, 
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And may that ſouldier a meere recreant prooue, 

That meanes not, hath not, or is not in loue: 

If then one is, or hath a meanes to be, 

That one meetes Hector: if none elſe I am he. 
Neſt. Tell him of Neftor, one that was a man 

When Hectors grand-fire ſuckt. He is old now, 

But if there be not in our Grecian hoſte, 

A noble man that hath no ſparke of fire 

To anſwer for his loue, tell him from me, 

lle hide my ſiluer beard in a gould beauer, 

And in my vambrace put my withered braunes 

And meeting him tell him that my lady, 

Was fairer then his grandam, and as chaſt, 

As may bee in the world (his youth in flood) 

Ile prone this troth with my three drops of bloud. 
Ene. Now heavens for- fend ſuch ſcarcity of men. 
Vliſ. Amen: faire lord Aneas let me touch your hand, 

To our pauilion ſhall I leade you fir : 

Achilles ſhall haue word of this intent, 

So ſhall each lord of Greece from tent to tent, 

Your ſelfe ſhall feaſt with vs before you goe, 

And find the welcome of a noble ſoe. 

Vliſ. Neſtor. 
Net. What ſaies Vliſſes? 
Viliſ. J haue a yong conception in my braine, 

Be you my time to bring it to ſome ſhape. 

Neft, What iſt ? 
Vliſ. Blunt wedges riue hard knots, the ſeeded pride, 

That hath to this maturity blowne vp 

In ranke Achilles, muſt or now be cropt; 

Or ſhedding breede a nourſery of like euill, 

To ouer-bulk vs all. 

Neſt. Well and how ? 


Vir. 
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Vliſ. This challeng that the gallant Hector ſends, 
How euer it is ſpread in generall name 
Relates in purpoſe onely to Achilles. 
Neſt. True the purpoſe is perſpicuous as ſubſtance, 
Whole groſeneſſe little characters ſum vp: 
And in the publication make no ſtraine, 
But that Achilles weare his braine, as barren, 
As banks of Libia (though Apollo knowes 
Tis dry enough) will with great ſpeed of indgement, 
I with celerity finde Hectors purpoſe, pointing on him. 
Vii. And wake him to the anſwere thinke you? 


Neſt. Why tis moſt meete; who may you elce oppoſe, 
That can from Hector bring thoſe honours off, 


If not Achilles: though't be a ſportfull combat, 
Yet in the triall much opinion dwells : 
For here the Troyans taſt our deerſt repute, 
With their fin'ſt pallat, and truſt to me lifes 
Our imputation ſhal be odly poizde 
In this vilde action, for the ſucceſle, 
Although perticuler ſhall giue a ſcantling 
Of good or bad vnto the generall, 
And in ſuch indexes (although ſmall pricks 
To their ſubſequent volumes) there is ſeene, 
The baby figure of the gyant maſſe, 
Of things to come at large: it is ſuppos'd 
He that meetes Hector, yſſues from our choice. 
And choice (being mutuall act of all our ſoules) 
Makes merit her election, and doth boyle, 
(As twere from forth vs all) a man diſtill'd 
Out of our vertues, who miſcarrying, 
What heart receives from hence a conquering part, 
To ſteele a ſtrong opinion to them ſelues. 
Vl. Giue pardon to my ſpeech? therefore tis meete, 


Achilles meete not Hector, let vs like marchants 
Firſt 
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Firſt ſhew foule wares, and thinke perchance theile ſell; 
If not ; the luſter of the better ſhall exceed, 
By ſhewing the worle firſt : do not conſent, 
That euer Hector and Achilles meet, 
For both our honour and our ſhame in this, are dog'd withr 
two ſtrange followers. 
Neſt. I ſee them not with my old eyes what are they? 
Viz]. What glory our Achilles ſhares from Hector 
Were he not proud, we all ſhould ſhare with him: 
But he already is too inſolent. 


And it were better partch in 4/rique ſunne, 


Then in the pride and fault ſcorne of his eyes 

Should he fcape Hector faire. If he were foild, 

Why then we do our maine opinion craſh 

In taint of our beſt man. No, make a lottry 

And by deviſe let blockiſh Aiax draw 

The fort to fight with Hector, among our ſelues, 

Giue him allowance for the better man, 

For that will phiſick the great Myrmidon, 

Who broyles in loud applauſe, and make him fall, 

His creſt that prouder then blew ris bends, 

If the dull brainleſſe 4iax come ſafe off 

Weele dreſſe him vp in voices, if he faile 

Yet go we vader our opinion ſtill, 

That we haue better men, but hit or miſſe, 

Our proiects life this ſhape of ſence aſſumes 

Aiax imploy'd plucks downe Achilles plumes, 
Neſt. Now Vliſſes J begin to reliſh thy aduiſe, 

And I will giue a taſte thereof forthwith, 

To Agamemnon, go we to him ſtraight 

Two curres ſhall tame each other, pride alone 

Mult arre the maſtiffs on, as twere a bone. Exeunt. 


Enter 
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Enter Aiax and T herſites. 


Aiax, Therſites, 

Ther. Agamemnon, how if he had biles, full, all ouer, 
generally. 

Aiax. Therſites. 

Ther. And thoſe byles did run (ſay ſo,) did not the generall 
run then, were not that a botchy core. 

Aiax. Dogge. 

Ther. Then would come ſome matter from him, I ſee none 
now. 

Aia. Thou bitchwolfs ſon canſt thou not heare, feele then. 

Ther. The plague of Greece vpon thee thou mongrell beefe 
witted lord. 


Aiax, Speake then thou vnſalted leauen, ſpeake, I will beate 
thee into hanſomneſle. 


Ther. I ſhall ſooner raile thee into wit and holineſſe, but I 
thinke thy horſe will ſooner cunne an oration without booke, 
then thou learne praier without booke, thou canſt ſtrike canſt 
thou? a red murrion ath thy iades trickes. 

Aiax. Tode-ſtoole ? learne me the proclamation. 

Ther. Dooſt thou thinke I haue no ſence thou ſtrikeſt mee 
thus? | 

Aiax. The proclamation. 

Ther. Thon art proclaim'd foole I thinke. 

Aiax. Do not porpentin, do not, my fingers itch : 

Ther. I would thou didſt itch from head to foote, and I had 
the ſcratching of the, I would make thee the lothſomeſt ſcab 
in Greece, when thou art forth in the incurſions thou ſtrikeſt 
as ſlow as another. 

Aia x. I ſay the proclamation, 

Ther. Thou grombleſt and rayleſt every houre on Achilles, 
and thou art as full of enuy at his greatneſſe, as Cerberus is at 
Preſerpinas beauty, I that thou barkſt at him. | 


Aiax, 
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Aiax. Miſtres Therſitet. 3 Po? 

Ther. Thou ſhouldſt ſtrike him. Hiax 2 
Hee would punne thee into ſhiners with his fiſt, as a ſayler 
breakes a biſket, you horſon curre. Do? do? 

Aiax. Thou ſtoole for a witch : | | + 

Ther. I, do? do? thou ſodden witted lord, thou haſt no 
more braine then I haue in mine elbow es, an Aſinico may tutor 
thee, you ſcuruy valiant aſſe, thou art heere but to thraſh Troy- 
ans, and thou art bought and ſould among thoſe of any wit, 
like a Barbarian ſlaue. If thou vſe to beate mee I will beginne 
at thy heele, and tell what thou art by ynches, thou thing of 
no bowells thou. 

Aiax. You dog: 

Ther. You ſcuruy lord. 
Aiax. You curre, 

Ther. Mars his idiot, do rudeneſſe, do camel, do, do. * 

Achil. Why how now Aiax wherefore do yee mon. 
How now Ther/ites whats the matter man. 

Ther. You ſee him there? do you? 

Achil. I whats the matter. 

Ther. Nay looke vpon him. 

Achil. So 1 do, whats the matter? 

Ther, Nay but regard him well. 

Achil, Well, why ſo Ido. 

Ther. But yet you looke not well vpon him, for who ſome 
euer you take him to be he is Aiax. 

Achil. 1 know that foole. 

Ther. I but that foole knowes not himſelfe. 

Aiax. Therefore I beate thee. 
Ther. Lo, lo, lo, lo, what modicums of wit he vtters, his 


euaſions haue eares thus long, I haue bobd his braine more 


then tre has beate my bones. It will buy nine ſparrowes for a 
penny, and his pia mater is not * the ninth part of a ſpar- 
row : 
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row : this lord (Acbilles) Aiax, who weares his wit in his 
belly, and his guts in his head, I tell you what I ſay of him. 

Ach What. 

Ther. I ſay this Aiax. 

Achil, Nay good Aiax. 

Ther. Has not ſo much wit. 

Achil. Nay I muſt hold you. 

Ther. As will ſtop the eye of Hellens needle, for whom he 
comes to fight. 


Achil. Peace foole ? 
Ther. I would haue peace and quietneſſe, but the foole will 


not, he there, that he: looke you there? 
Aiax. Oh thou damned curre I ſhall 
Achil. Will you ſet your wit to a fooles. 
Ther. No I warrant you, the fooles will ſhame it. 
Patro. Good words Theſites. 
Achil. Whats the quarrell. | 
Aiax. I bad the vile oule goe learne mee the tenor of the 
proclamation, and he railes vpon me. 
Ther. I ſerue thee not? 
Aiax. Well, go to, go to. 


Ther, I ſerue here voluntary. 
Achil. Your laſt ſeruice was ſuffrance: twas not voluntary, 


no man is beaten voluntary, Aiaæx was here the voluntary, and 
you as vnder an impreſſe. 

Ther. E'ene ſo, a great deale of your witte to, lies in your 
ſinnewes, or els there bee liers, Hector ſhall haue a great catch 
and knocke at either of your beains, a were as good crack a 
fuſty nut with no kernell. 

Achil. What with me to Therfites. 

Ther. Thers Vliſſes and old Neftor, whole wit was mouldy 
ere their grandſires had nailes, yoke you like draught oxen, 
and make you plough vp the wars. 

Achil. What? what? 
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Ther. Yes good ſooth, to Achilles, to Aiax, 9. | 
Aiax. I ſhall cut out your tongue. | 
Ther. Tis no matter, I ſhall ſpeake as much as thou _ 
wards. 
Patro. No more words Therſites peace. 
Ther. 1 will hold my peace when Achilles brooch bids me, 
ſhall I ? 
Achil. There's for you Patroclus. 
Ther. I will ſee you hang'd like clatpoles, ere I come any 
more to your tents, I will keepe where there i is wit ſtirring, 
and leaue the faction of fooles. | Exit. 
Pat ro. A good riddance. 
Achil. Marry this fir is proclaim'd through all our hot, 
That Hector by the firſt houre of the ſunne: 
Will with a trumpet twixt our tents and Troy, . 


To morrow morning call ſome knight to armes, 


That hath a ſtomack, and ſuch a one that dare, 

Maintaine I know not what, (tis traſh) fareweil— 
Aiax. Farewell, who ſhall anſwer him 2 IC 
Achil. 1 know not, tis put to ys CIC; & 2 

He knew his man. | $31, 
Aiax. O meaning you? I will go learne more of it. 


Enter Priam, Hector, Troylus, Paris . is | 


Priam, After ſo many houres, lives, ſpeeches ſpent, mr 
Thus once againe ſaies Neſtor from the Greekes : 
Deliuer Hellen, and all domage els, | 
As honour, loſſe of time, trauell, expence, 

Wounds, friends and what els deere that 1 is conſum'd: 
In hot digeſtion of this cormorant warre) © 
Shal be ſtroke off, Hector what ſay you to't? 

Hef. Though no man leſſer fear the Greekes then fry 

As farre as toucheth my particular, yet dread Priam | 


There 
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There is no lady of more ſofter bowells 
More ſpungy to ſuck in the ſence of feare: 
More ready to cry out, who knowes what followes 
Then Hector is: the wound of peace is ſurely 
Surely ſecure, but modeſt doubt is calld 
The beacon of the wiſe, the tent that ſerches, 
Too'th bottome of the worſt let Hellen go, 
Since the firſt ſword was drawne about this queſtion 
Euery tith ſoule mongſt many thouſand diſmes, 580 
Hath beene as deere as Hellen. I meane of ours: © 
If we haue loſte ſo many tenthes of ours, 

To guard a thing not ours, nor worth to vs, i 
(Had it our name) the valew of one ten, 7 | ] 
What merits in that reaſon which denies, 5 U 
The yeelding of her vp? Poe 08 5 

Troy. Fie, fie, my brother, | 

Way you the worth and honour of a king: 

So great as our dread fathers in a ſcale ä 

Of common ounces? will you with compters ſumme. 
The paſt proportion of his infinite Rp TTY 
And buckle in, a waſte moſt fathomles, . .  ; 

With ſpanes and inches ſo dyminutue : 3 : 

As feares and reaſons : fie for godly ſhame ? 

Hele. No marvell though you bite ſo ſharpe of reaſons, 
You are ſo empty of them ſhould not our father; 

Beare the great ſway of his affaires with reaſon, | 
Becauſe your ſpeech hath none that tell him ſo? 

Troy. You are for dreames and ſlumbers brother prieſt, 
You furre your gloues with reaſon, here are your reaſons | 
Lou know an enemy intends you hamm: 

You know a {word imployde i is perilous 
And reaſon flies the obiect of all harme. 
Who maruells then when Helenus beholds, 


Dy Gretian and his ſword, if he do ſet 
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| The very wings of reaſon to his heeles, 

And flie like chidden Mercury from Hue 

It! Or like a ſtarre diſorbd ? nay if we talke of reaſon, 

if Sets ſhut our gates and ſleepe: man-hood and honour, 

i Should haue hare hearts, would they but fat their thoughts 

"l With this cram'd reaſon, reaſon and reſpect, 

It Make lyuers pale, and luſtihood deiect. 

9 Hect. Brother, ſhee is not worth, what ſhee doth coſt the 
keeping. 

| | Troy. Whats aught but as tis valued. 

| Hect. But valew dwells not in perticuler will, 

i! It holds his eſtimate and dignity, 

| As well wherein tis precious of it ſelfe 

[| As in the prizer, tis madde idolatry 

To make the ſeruice greater then the God, 

And the will dotes that is attributiue; 

To what infectiouſly it ſelfe affects, 

it! Without ſome image of tho affected merit. 

| Troy. I take to day a wife, and my election: 

Is led on in the conduct of my will, . 

iſt My will enkindled by mine eyes and eares, 

Two traded pilots twixt the dangerous ſhore, 

Of will and indgement : how may I auoyde? 

(Although my will diſtaſt what it elected) 

The wife I chooſe, there can be no euaſion, 

To blench from this and to ſtand firme by honor, 

We turne not backe the ſilkes vpon the marchant 

When we haue foild them, nor the remainder viands, 

We do not throw in vnreſpectiue ſiue, 

Becauſe we now are full, it was thought meete 

Paris ſhould do ſome vengeance on the Greekes. 

Your breth with full conſent bellied his failes, + 

The ſeas and winds (old wranglers) tooke a truce : 

And did him ſeruice, 3 the * defir'd, 
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And 
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And for an old aunt whom the Greekes held captiue, 

He brought a Grecian queene, whoſe youth and trelkneſſe,”” | 
Wrincles Apolloes, and makes pale the morning. 
Why keepe we her ? the Grecians keepe our aunt, 

Is ſhe worth keeping! ? why ſhee i is a pearle, 

Whoſe price hath lanſh't aboue a thouſand ſhips : 

And turn'd crown'd kings to marchants, 

If youle auouch twas wiſdome Paris went, 

As you muſt needs, for you all cri'd go, go. 

It youle confeſſe he brought home worthy prize: 

As you mult needs, for you all, clapt your hands, 

And cry'd ineſtimable: why do you now 

The yſſue of your proper wiſdomes rate, 

And do a deed that neuer fortune did. 

Begger the eſtimation, which you priz'd 

Ritcher then ſea and land? O theft moſt baſe, 

That wee haue ſtolne, what we do feare to keepe, 

But theeues vnworthy of a thing ſo ſtolne: 

That in their country did them that diſgrace, 

We feare to warrant in our natiue place. 


Enter Caſſandra rauing. 


Caſſ. Cry 7. Fayans cry : 
Priam. What noiſe ? what ſhrike is this? 
Troy. Tis our madde ſiſter I do know her voice, 

Caſſ. Cry Troyans. 

Hect. It is Caſſandra ! 

Caſſ. Cry Troyans cry, lend me ten thouſand eyes, 
And I will fill them with prophetick teares. | 

Hect. Peace ſiſter peace. 


Caſſ. Virgins, and boyes, mid age, and wrinckled elders, 


Soft infancie, that nothing canſt but crie, 
Adde to my clamours: let vs pay be-times 


A moytie of that maſſe of mone to come : hb ores 
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Crie Troyans crie, practiſe your eyes with teares, 
Troy muſt not bee, nor goodly Jlion ſtand. 
Our fire- brand brother Paris burnes vs all, 
Crie Troyans crie, a Helen and a woe, 


Crie, crie, Troy burnes, or elſe let Hellen goe. Exit. 


Hef. Now youthfull Troylus, do not theſe high ſtraines 
Of divination in our ſiſter worke 


Some touches of remorſe ? or is your bloud 
So maddly hott, that no diſcourſe of reaſon, 
Nor feare of bad ſucceſſe in a bad cauſe, 
Can qualifie the ſame? _ 

Troy. Why brother Hector, 
We may not thinke the iuſtneſſe of each act 
Such, and no other then euent doth forme it, 
Nor once deiect the courage of our mindes, 
Becauſe Caſſandra's madde, her brain · ſick raptures 
Cannot diſtaſt the goodneſſe of a quarrell, 
Which hath our ſeuerall honors all engag'd, 
To make it gratious. For my priuate part, 
I am no more toucht then all Priams ſonnes : 
And Joue forbid there ſhould be done amongſt vs, 
Such things as might offènd the weakeſt ſ pleene, 
To fight for and maintaine. 

Par. Elſe might the world conuince of leuitie, 
As well my vnder-takings as your counſells, 
But I atteſt the gods, your full conſent, 
Gaue wings to my propenſion, and cut off 
All feares attending on ſo dire a proiect, 
For what (alas) can theſe my ſingle armes? 
What propugnation is in one mans valour 
To ſtand the puſh and enmitie of thoſe 
This quarrell would excite? yet J proteſt 
Were I alone to paſſe the difficulties, 


And had as ample power, as I haue will. 
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Paris ſhould nere retract, what he hath done, 3 
Nor faint in the purſuite. ; . 

Pria. Paris you ſpeake 
Like one be- ſotted on your ſweet delights, N 
You haue the hony ſtill, but theſe the gall, 

So to be valiant, is no praiſe at all, 

Par. Sir, I propoſe not meerly to my felfe, 
The pleaſures ſuch a beautie brings with it, 
But I would haue the ſoile of her faire rape, 
Wip't of in honorable keeping her, | 
What treaſon were it to the ranſackt queene, 
Diſgrace to your great worths, and ſhame to me, 
Now to deliuer her poſſeſſion vp 
On tearmes of baſe compulſion ? can it be, 

That ſo degenerate a ſtraine as this, 

Should once ſet footing in your generous þoſomes ? 
There's not the meaneſt ſpirit on our party, 
Without a heart to dare, or ſword to drawe, 
When Helen is defended : nor none fo noble, 
Whoſe life were ill beſtowd, or death vnfam'd, 
Where Helen is the ſubiect. Then I fay, 

Well may we fight for her, whom we know well, | 
The worlds large ſpaces cannot paralell. 1 5 ö 

Hect. Paris and Troylus, you haue both ſaid well, 2 | 1 
And on the cauſe and queſtion now in hand, | i 
- Haue glozd, but ſuperficially, not much 
Vnlike young men, whom Ariſtotle thought & ft 
Vnfit to heere morrall philofophie ; _ . 8 2 
The reaſons you alleadge, do more conduce | No 
To the hot paſſion of. diſtempred blood, 5 h; 
Then to make vp a free determination l 5 | 
Twixt right and wrong: for pleaſure and revenge, ORE 
Haue cares more deafe then adders to the voyce 
Of any true deciſion. Nature-craues © __ 
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All dues be rendred to their owners. NW 

What neerer debt in all humanitie, 

Then wife is to the huſband ? if this lawe 

Of nature be corrupted through affection 

And that great mindes of-partiall indulgence, 

To theic benummed wills reſiſt the ſame, 

There is a lawe in each well-orderd nation, 

To curbe thoſe raging appetites that are 

Moſt diſobedient and refracturie; 

If Helen then be wife to Sparta's king, 

As it is knowne ſhe is, theſe morrall lawes 

Of nature and of nations, ſpeake alowd 

To haue her back returnd : thus to per ſiſt 

In doing wrong, extenuates not wrong, 

Bat makes it much more heauie. Hefors opinion 

Is this in way of truth: yet nere the leſſe, 

My ſpritely brethren, I propend to you 

In reſolution to keepe Helen ſtill, 

For tis a cauſe that hath no meane dependance, 

Vpon our ioynt and ſeuerall dignities. 
To. Why there you toucht the life of our deſ igne: 

Were! it not glory that we more affected, 

Then the performance of our heauing ſpleenes, 

I would nor wiſh a drop of Treyan bloud, 

S5ert more in her defence. But worthy Hector, 

She is a theame of honour and renowae, 

A ſpurre to valiant and magnanimous deeds, 

Whoſe preſent courage may beate downe our foes, 

Aid fame i time to come canonize vs, 

For I preſume braue Hector would not looſe 

$0 rich aduantage of a promiſd glory, 

As ſmiles vpon the fore-head of this action, 

For the wide worlds reueneẽ w. 
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Hcct. I am yours, | 5 10e 50 28 
You valiant offspring of great Priamus, 
I haue a roiſting challenge ſent amongſt 
The dull and factious nobles of the Greekes, 
Will ſhrike amazement to their drowhe ſpirits, 
I was aduertizd, their great generall ſlept, 
Whilſt emulation in the armie crept: 
This I preſume will wake him. Exeunt. 


Enter Therſites ſolus, 


How now Ther/ites ? what loſt in the labyrinth of thy furie? 
ſhall the elephant Aiax carry it thus? he beates me, and I 
raile at him: O worthy ſatisfaction, would it were otherwile: - 
that I could beate him, whilſt hee raild at mee; sfoote, Ile 
learne to coniure and raiſe diuels, but Ile ſee ſome iſſue of my 
ſpitefull execrations. "Then ther's Achilles, à rare inginer, If 
Troy bee not taken till theſe two vndermine it, the. walls will f 
ſtand till they fall of them - ſelues. O thou great thunder- darter 
of Olympus, forget that thou art Zoue the king of. Gods: and ; 
Mercury, looſe all the ſerpentine crafr of thy Caduceus, if yee 
take not that little little leſſe then little Witte from them that 
they haue: which ſhort-armd ignorance it ſelfe knowes is ſo 
aboundant ſcarce, it will not in circumuention deliver a flie 
from a ſpider, without drawing their maſſie irons, and cutting - 
the web. After this the vengeance on the whole .campe, Or 
rather the Neopalitan bone ache: for that me thinkes is the 
curſe depending on thoſe that warre for a placket: 1 haue 
ſaid my prayers, and diuell enuie ſay Amen. What ho my 
lord Achilles ? 

Patrocl. Whoſe there? Ther/i tes ? good Therſfi tes come in 
and raile. | 

Therſi. If I als a remembred a guilt counterfeit, than : 
couldſt not haue ſlipt out of my contemplation : but it is no 

matter, thy ſelfe vpon thy ſelfe. The common curſe of man- 

kinde, 
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kinde, folly and ignorance, be thine in great reuenew: hea- 
nen bleſſe thee from a tutor, and diſcipline come not neere 
thee. Let thy bloud be thy direction till thy death: then if 
ſhe that layes thee out ſayes thou art not a faire courſe, Ile be 
ſworne and ſworne vpon't, ſhee neuer ſhrowded any bat lazars, 
Amen. Where's Achilles ? 

Patra. What art thou devout ? waſt thou 1 in prayer? 

Therſ. I the heavens heare me. 

Patro. Amen. 


Enter Achilles. 


Achil. Who's there ? 

Patro. Therſites my lord. 

Achil. Where? where? O where? art thou come why my 
cheeſe, my digeſtion, why haſt thou not ſerued thy ſelfe into 
my table, ſo many meales, come what's Agamemnon? 

Ther. Thy commander Achilles, then tell me Patreclus, 
whats Achilles ? | 

Patro. Thy lord Therſites. Then tell mee I pray thee, 
what's Ther/ites ? 1 

Ther. Thy knower, Patreclus : then tell mee Patroclus, 
what art thou ? 

Patro. Thou muſt tell that knoweſt. 

Achil. O tell, tell. | | 
Ther. lle decline the whole queſtion. Agamemnon com- 
mands Achilles, Achilles is my lord, I am Pat roclus knower, 
and Patroclus is a foole. 

Achil. Deriue this? come? 

Ther. Agamemnon is a foole to offer to command Achilles, 
Achilles is a foole to be commanded. 7. herfites is a foole to 
ſerue ſuch a foole, and this Pat roclus is a foole politive, 

Patr.. Why am I a foole? 

5 her. Make that demand of the prouer, it ien mee . 


: looke you, who comes heere ? 
Enter 
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Enter Agam: Vliſſ: Neſtor, Diomed, Aiax and Calcas. 

Achil. Come Patroclus, Ile ſpeake with no body: come in 
with me Therſites. 

Ther. Here is ſuch patcherie, ſuch iugling, and ſuch kna- 
uery : all the argument is a whore, and a cuckold, a good 
quarrell to draw emulous factions, and bleed to death vpon. 

Agam. Where is Achilles! 

Patro. Within his tent, but ill difpoſd my lord. 

Aga, Let it be knowne to him, that we are heere. 

He fate, our meſſengers and we lay by, 

Our appertainings, vititing of him 

Let him be told fo, leaſt perchance he thinke, 
We dare not mone the queſtion of our place, 
Or know not what we are. 

Patro. I ſhall fay fo to him. 

Vliſſ. We ſaw him at the opening of his tent, 
Hee is not lick, 

Aiax. Yes lion fick, ſick of proud heart, you may call it 
melancholy if you will fauour the man, But by my head 'tis 
pride: but why, why, let him ſhew vs a cauſe? 

Neſt. What mooues Hiax thus to bay at him? 

Vii. Achillis hath inuegled his foole from him. 

Neſt. Who Ther/ites ? 

Vliſ. He. 

Neſt. The wil Aiax lack matter, if he haue loſt his argu- 

met. 

Vli. No you fee he is his argument, that has his argoment 
Achilles. 

Nef. All the better, their fractiõ is more our wiſh then their 
faction, but it was a ſtrõg compoſure a foole could diſunite. 

Vli. The amity that wiſdom knits 0c folly ey vuty, 
Heere comes Patroclus. 

Neft. No Achilles with him. 


Vai. 
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Vliſ. The elephant bath ioynts, but none for ma 
Bis tegs are legs for neceſſity, not for flexure. | 
Patro. Achilles bids me ſay he is much ſorry, 
It any thing more then your ſport and pleaſure 
Did mooue your greatneſſe, and this noble ſtate, 
To call vpon him. He hopes it is no other 
But for your health, and your diſgeſtion fake, 
An after dinners breath. 
Agam. Heerc you Patroclus : - 
We are too well acquainted with theſe anſwers, 
But his evaſion winged thus ſwift with ſcorne, 
Cannot out-flie our apprehenſions, 
Much attribute he hath, and much the reaſon 
Why we aſcribe it to him, Yet all his vertues, 
Not vertuouſly on his owne part beheld, 
Doe in our eyes begin to loſe their gloſſe, 
Yea like faire fruite in an vaholſome diſh, JIA 
Are like to rott vntaſted. Go and tell him, 5 81 
We come to ſpeake with him, and you ſhall not frane, 
If you do ſay, we thinke him ouer- proud | 
And vnder-honeſt : in ſelfe aſſumption greater 
Then in the note of iudgement. And worthier then himſelfe 
Heere tend the ſauage ſtrangeneſſe he puts on 
Diſguiſe, the holy ſtrength of their commaund, 
And vnder-write in an obſeruing kinde, 
His humorous predominance”: yea watch 
His courſe, and time, his ebbs and flowes, and if 
The paſſage, and whole ſtreame of his commencement, 
Rode on his tide. Goe tell him this, and adde, 
That if he ouer-hold his price fo much, | 
Weele none of him. But let him like an engine, 
Not portable, lye vnder this report. 5 
Bring action hither, this cannot go to warre, | | 
BY A ſtirring. 
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A ſtirring dwarfe we doe allowance giue, 
Before a ſleeping gyant. Tell him ſo. 

Patr. I ſhall; and bring his anſwer preſently. 

Agam. In ſecond voyce weele not be ſatisfied, 
We come to ſpeake with him: Viſſes entertaine. 

Aiax. What is he more then another. 

Agam. No more then what he thinkes he is. 

Aiax. Is he ſo much: doe you not thinke he thinkes him- 
ſelfe a better man then I am? 

Agam. No queſtion. 

Aiax. Will you ſubſcribe his thought, and * be! . 

Agam, No noble A4iax, you are as ſtrong, as valiant, as 
wile, no leſſe noble, much more gente, and gn more 
tractable. 

Aia. Why ſhould a man be proud? how doth pride grow: ? 
I know not what pride is. 

Agam. Your minde is the cleerer, and your vertues the 
fairer, hee that is proud eates vp him-ſelfe : pride is his owne 
glaſſe, his owne trumpet, his owne chronicle, and what euer 
praiſes it ſelfe but in the deed, deuoures the deed in the praiſe. 


Enter Vliſſes. 


Aiax. I do hate a proud man, as I do hate the ingendring 
of toades. 


Neſt. And yet he loues himſelfe, iſt not ſtrange ?. 
Vliſ. Achilles will not to the field to morrow. 
Agam. Whats his excuſe ? 
Vliſ. He doth relye on none. 
But carries on the ſtreame of his diſpoſe, 
Without obſeruance or reſpect of any, 
In will peculiar, and in ſelfe admiſſion. 
Agam. Why will he not vpon our faire e 
Vntent his n and ſhare-th/ayre with vs. IO 
| Vii. 
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_ Pi. Things ſmall as nothing, for requeſts ſake onely, 
| He makes important poſſeſt he is with greatneſſe, 
And ſpeakes not to himſelfe but with a pride, 

| That quarrels at ſelfe breath. Imagind worth, 

FIR Holds in his bloud ſuch ſwolne and hott diſcourſe, 

That twixt his mentall and his ative parts, ; 
Kingdomd Achilles in commotion rages, 
And batters downe himſelfe. What ſhould 1 ſay, 
He is ſo plaguie proud, that the death tokens of i it, 
Crie no recouerie. 

Agam. Let 4iax go to him,” | | 

Deare lord, go you, and greete him in his tent, 
*Tis ſaid he holds you well, and will be lead, 

At your requeſt a little from himſelfe. 
Vhſ. O Agamemnon let it not beſo, 

Weele conſecrate the ſteps that Aiax makes, WT 
When they go from Achilles: ſhall the proud lord 
That baſts his arrogance with his owne ſeame, © \ 

And neuer ſuffers matter of the world 
Enter his thoughts, ſaue ſuch as doth renolue, 

And ruminate him-ſelfe : ſhall he be worſhipt,. 

Of that we hold an idoll more then hee, 

No: this thrice worthy and right valiant lord, 

Shall not ſo ſtaule his palme nobly acquird, 

Nor by my will aſſubingate his merit, 

As amply liked as Achilles is, by going to Achi lier, 
That were to enlard his fat already pride. 

And adde more coles to Cancer when he burnes, 
With entertaining great Hiperion, 

T his lord go to him, Jupiter forbid, 

And ſayin thunder Achilles go to him, 

Neft. O this is well, he rubs the vaine of him. 
Diem. And how his filence drinkes vp his applauſe. 


Aa. 
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Aia. If I go to him: with my armed fiſt Ile puſh him ore 
the face. 
Agam. O no, you ſhall not goe. 
Aia. And he be proud with me, Ile pheſe his pride, 
Let me goe to him, 
Vl. Not for the worth that hangs vpon our quarrell. 
Aiax. A paltry inſolent fellow. 
Net. How he deſcribes him ſelfe. 
Aiax. Can he not be ſociable. 
Vliſſ. The rauen chides blackneſſe. 
Aiax. Ile tell his humorous bloud. 
Agam. Hee will be the ee that ſhould bee the pa- 
cient. 
Aiax, And all men were of my lads 
Vii. Wit would bee out of faſnion. 
Aiax, A ſhould not beare it fo, a. ſhould cate Fords firſt ? 
ſhall pride carry it ? X06 yd; 
Net. And two'od yow'd carry halfe. 0 27 
Aida x. A would haue ten ſhares, I will kneade him, Ile 
make him ſupple, he's not yet through warme 
Neft. Force him with praiers poure in, poure, his ambition 
is drie. 
Vliſſ. My lord you feed to much on this dilite. . 
Neft. Our noble generall do not do ſo ? | 
Diom. You mult prepare to fight without Achilles. 
VIiſ. Why tis this naming of him do's him harme, 
Here is a man but tis before his face, I wil be ſilent. 
Neſt. W herefore ſhould you ſo? 
He is not emulous as Achilles 1s. 55 
Vlij. Know the whole world hee is as 8 
diax. A hoarſon dog that ſhall palter with vs Ant. would 
he were a Troyan? 
Net. What a vice were it in iax now: 
Vis. If hee were proude. 
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Diom. Or couetous of praiſe. 
Vl. J or ſurly borne. 
Diom. Or ſtrange or ſelfe affected. 

Vi. Thank the heauens lord, thou art of ſweet compoſure 
Praiſe him that gat thee, ſhee that gaue thee ſuck : 
Fam'd be thy tutor, and thy parts of nature, 
Thrice fam'd beyond all thy erudition : 

But hee that diſciplind thine armes to fight, 
Let Mars dinide eternity in twaine, 
And gine him halfe, and for thy vigour : 
Bull-bearing Milo his addition yeeld, 
To ſinowy Aiax, I will not praife thy wiſdome, 
Which like a boord : a pale, a ſhore confines 
This ſpacious and dilated parts, here's Neftor, 
Inſtructed by the antiquary times: 
He muſt, he is, he cannot but be wiſe, 
But pardon father Nęftor were yonr daies 
As greene as Aiax, and your braine ſo temper'd, 
You ſhould not hane the _— of him, 
But be as Aiax. 
Aiax. Shall I call you father ? > 
Neft. I my good ſonne. 
Diom. Be ruld by him lord Aiax. 
_ FVIiff. There is no tarrying here the hart Achilles, 
Keepes thicket, pleaſe it our great general, 
To call together all his ſtate of warre, 
Freſh kings are come to Troy. To morrow 
We muſt with all our maine of power ſtand faſt, 
And here's a lord come knights from eaſt to weſt 
And call their flower, 4:ax ſhall cope the beſt. 
Aga. Go we to counſell, let Achilles ſleepe, 
Light boates faile ſwift, though greater hulkes draw deepe. 
Exeunt, 


Enter 
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Enter Pandarus. 


Pan. Friend you, pray you a word, doe you not follow the 
yong lord Paris. 


Man. I fir when he goes before mee. 
Pan. You depend vpon him I meane. 
Man. Sir I do depend vpon the lord. 


Pan. You depend vpon a notable gentleman I muſt needs 
praiſe him. 


Man. The Lord be praized ? 

Pan. You know me? doe you not? 

Man. Faith ſir ſuperficially. 

Pan. Friend know mee better, I am the lord Pandarus. 
Man, I hope I ſhall know your apa better ? 

Pan, I do deſire it. 

Man. Lou are in the ſtate of grace? 

Pan. Grace? not ſo friend, honour and lordſhip are my 


titles, what muſicke is this? 


Man. I do but partly know ſir, it is muſick in partes. 
Pan. Know you the muſicians? 

Man, Wholy fir, 

Pan, Who play they to? 

Man. To the hearers ſir. 

Pan. At whoſe pleaſure friend? 


Man. At mine fir, and theirs that loue muſicke. 
Pan. Command I meane. 


Man. Who ſhall I command fir ? 
Pan. Friend we vnderſtand not one another, I am to 


courtly and thou to cunning, at whoſe requeſt do theſe men 
play ? 


Man. That's to't ded ſir ? marry ſir, at the cequeſt of 


Paris my lord, who is there in perſon, with him the mortall 


Venus, the heart bloud of beauty, loues inviſible ſoule. 
Pan. Who my cozen Creſſida. 
VoL. III. F f Man. 
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Man. No fir, Hellen, could not you finde out that by her 
attributes, 

Pan. It ſhould ſeeme fellow thou haſt not 4888 the lady 
Cre d I come to ſpeake with Paris, from the prince Troylus..T 
will make a complementall aſſault vpon him for my bufineſſe 


ſeeth's. 
| Nan. 80000 buſineſſe, theirs a ſtew'd Prue indeed. 


Enter Paris and Hellen. 


Pan. Faire be to you my lord, and to al this faire com- 
pany, faire deſires in all faire meaſure fairlie guide them, 
eſpecially to you faire queene faire ae be your faire 
pillow. 

Hel. Dere lord you are full of faire words, 

Pan. You ſpeake your faire pleaſure ſweet queene, 

Faire prince here is good broken muſicke. 

Par. You haue broke it cozen: and by my life you hall 
make it whole againe, yon fhall peece it out with a peece of 
your performance. Nel. He is full of a 

Pan. Truely lady no. 

Hel. O fir. 

Pan. Rude in ſooth, in good ſooth very rude. 

Paris. Well {aid my lord, well, you ſay fo in gte 

Pan. I haue buſineſſe to my lord deere oye my lord 
will you vouchſafe me a word. I 

Hel. Nay this ſhall not hedge vs Pang! wed 4 105 aug 

certainely. L 1 ya” 
Pan. Well ſweete queene you are. bated mee, but, 
marry thus my lord my deere lord, and Fn eſteemed friend 
your brother Troylus. * : [601 398 | 

Hel. My lord Pandarus, hoo! y ON weet lod. 

Pan. Go too {ſweet queene, go to.?; 
Comends himſelfe moſt affectionatly to you. . 848 4 
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Hel. You ſhall not bob vs out of our melody, 
If you do our melancholy vpon your head. 

Pan. Sweet queene, ſweet queene, thats a ſweet queene 
U fait 

Hel. And to make a ſweet lady ſad is a ſower offence. 

Pan. Nay that ſhall not ſerve your turne, that ſhall it not 
in truth la? Nay I care not for ſuch. words, no, no. And my 
lord hee deſires you that if the king call for him at ſuper. You 
will make his excuſe. 
Hel. My lord Pandarus. 
Pan. What ſaies my ſweete queenem, y very very ſweet. 
queene ? | 

Par. What exploit's in hand, where Sppes he to night? 

_ Hel, Nay but my lord? 

Pan, What faies my ſweet queene ? my cozen will fall out 
with you. 

Hel. You muſt not know where he ſups. 
Par. lle lay my life with my diſpoſer Creſſeida. 

Pan. No, no? no ſuch matter you are wide, come your 
diſpoſer is ſicke. 3 

Par. Well Ile makes excuſe? 

Pan. I good my lord, why ſhould you ſay * no, 
your diſpoſers ſick. 

Par. I ſpie? 

Par. You ſpy? what do you ſpie? come, giue mee an in- 


ſtrument, now ſweete queene. 


Hel. Why this is kindely done? 

Pan. My neece is horribly in loue with a thing you haue 
ſweete queene. 

Hel. Shee ſhall have it my lord, 7F it bee not my lord Paris. 

Pand. Hee? no? ſheele none of him, they two are twaine. 
Hel. Falling in after falling out may make them three. 

Pand. Come, come, Ile heare no more of this, Ile ſing you 


2 ſong now. 
F f 2 Hell. 
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Hell. I, I, prethee, now by my troth ſweet lad thou haſte a 
fine fore-head. 
Pand. I you may, you may. 
Hell. Let thy ſong be loue: this loue will vndoe v vs all. on 
Cupid, Cupid, Cupid. 2 
Pand. Love ? I that it ſhall yfaith. 
Par. I good now loue, loue, nothing but love. 1 
| Pand. Loue, loue, nothing but loue, ftill laue ſtill more.: 1 
| For O loues bow. Shoots bucke and doe. : 
| The ſhafts confound not that it wounds | 1 
| But ticles flill the fore: 
| Theſe louers cry, oh ho they dye, 
| Yet that which ſeemes the wound to hill, 
Doth turne oh ho, to ha ha he, | 
So dying kue liues ſtill, 
O ho ho awhile, but ha ha ha, 
O ho grones out for ha ha ha——hey ho. 
Hell. In loue I faith to the very tip of the noſe. | 
Par. He eates nothing but doues loue, and that breeds hot 
blood, and hot bloud begets hot thoughts, and hot thoughts : 
beget hot deedes, and hot deeds is loue. 
Pand Is this the generation of lone : hot bloud hot thoughts . 
and hot deedes, why they are vipers, is oue a generation of | 
vipers. Er | 
Sweete lord whoſe a field to day? | | | 14 
Par. Hector, Deiphebus, Helenils, Authener, and all the gal- ö 
lantry of Troy. I would faine haue arm'd to day, but my Nell 
would not haue it ſo. | 
How chance my brother Troy lus went not? ; 
Hell. He hangs the lippe at ſomething, you know al lord 
Pandarus. 
Pand. Not I hony ſweete queene, 1 long to heare how they q 
| ſped to day: N 
Joule remember your brothers excuſe:? 


Par. A 


TROYLUS AND CRESSEIDA. 


Par. To a hayre. 


: » Pand, Farewell ſweete queene. 


Hell. Commend me to your neece, | | 
Pand. I will ſweete queene ? Sound @ retreat 


Par. Their come from the field: let vs to, Priames hall 


To greete the warriers. Sweet Hellen I muſt woe you, 
To helpe vn- arme our Hector his ſtubborne bucles 
With this your white enchaunting fingers toucht; 
Shall more obey then to the edge of ſteele, 
Or force of Greekiſh ſinewes: you ſhall do more 
Then all the iland kinges, diſarme great Hector. 

Hell. Twil make vs proud to be his ſeruant Paris? 
Yea what he ſhall receiue of vs in duty, 
Giues vs more palme in beauty then we haue. 
Yea ouerſhines our ſelfe. | | 

Par. Sweet aboue thought I lone her ? Exeunt, 


Enter Pandarus Troylus, Man, 


Pand. How now wher's thy maiſter, at my couſin Creſfſidas ? 
Nan. No fir ſtayes for you to conduct him thether. 
Pand. O heere he comes: how now, how now? 


Troy. Sirra walke off. 
Piand. Haue you ſeene my couſine ? 
Toy. No Pandarus, I ſtalke about her dore 


Like to a ſtrange ſoule vpon the Stigian bankes 


p | Staying for waftage. O be thou my Charon. 
And giue me ſwift tranſportance to theſe fieldes, 
| Where 1 may wallow in the lilly beds 


Propos'd for the deſeruer. O gentle Pandar, 
From Cupids ſhoulder plucke his painted wings, 


And fly with me to Creſid. | 


Pand. Walke heere ith' orchard, Ile bring her Araight, 
Trey. T am giddy ; expectation whirles me round, 
Fi 3 ; Th' 
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Th' ymaginary reliſh is ſo ſweete,  _ 
That it inchaunts my ſence : what will it by 
When that the watry pallats taſte indeed 8 
Loues thrice reputed nectar? death I feare me 10 5 
Sounding diſtruction, or ſome ioy to fyne, 

To fubtill, potent, tun'd to ſharp in ſweetneſſe 
For the capacity of my ruder powers; 

I feare it much, and I doe feare beſides 

That I ſhall looſe diſtinction in my ioyes 

As doth a battaile, when they charge on heapes 
'The enemy flying. 


- Pand, Shees making her ready, ſheele come graight, you 


muſt be witty now, ſhe does ſo bluſh, and fetches her wind 


ſo ſhort as if ſhee were afraid with a ſpirite: Ile fetch her; it 
is the prettieſt villaine, ſhe fetches her breath as ſhort as a new 
tane ſparrow. 
Troy. Euen ſuch a oufficn doth imbrace my dane 
My heart beats thicker then a feauorous pulſe, 
And all my powers do their beſtowing looſe 
Like vaſſalage at vnawares een 
The eye of maleſty. 


Enter Pandar and Creſſid. 


Pand. Come, come, what need you bluſh ? | 
Shames a babie ; heere ſhee is now, ſweare the othes now to 
her that you haue ſworne to me: what are you gone againe, 
you muſt be watcht ere you be made tame, muſt you? Come 
your waies come your wales, and you draw:backward weele 
put you ith filles z why doe you not ſpeake to her. Come 
draw this curtaine, and lets ſee your picture; alaſſe the day? 
how loath you are to offend day light; and twere darke youd 
cloſe ſooner : ſo ſo, rub on and kiſſe the miſtreſſe; how now 
a kiſſe in fee - farme: build there carpenter, the ayre is ſweet. 
Nay, you ſhall fight your hearts out ere I part you. The 

faulcon, 


2 8 8 o 
G WE 1 — ** 7 I” 


TROYEDS AND 'TxzssziDA. 


faulcon, as the. tercell ; for all the ducks ith river : go too, 
go too. 

Troy. You haue bereft me of all wordes lady. 7 

Pand. Words pay no debts; giue her deeds: but ſheele 
bereaue you ath' deeds too if ſhe call your actiuity in que- 
ſtion : what billing again: heeres in witneſſe whereof the par- 
ties interchangeably. Come in come in Ile go get a fire? 

Cre/. Will you walke in my lord? 

Troy. O Creſſid how often have I wiſht me thus. 

Creſ. Wiſht my lord? the gods graunt ? O my lord? 

Troy. What ſhould they graunt ? what makes this pretty 
abruption : what to curious dreg eſpies ey {weete lady in the 
fountaine of our loue ? 

: Cre/. More dregs then water if my teares haue eyes, 

Troy. Feares make diuels of cherubins, they neuer ſee truly. 

Creſ. Blind feare that ſeeing reaſon leads, finds ſafer footing, 
then blind reaſon, ſtumbling without feare : to feare the worſt 
oft cures the worſe, | 

Troy. O let my lady apprehend no feare, 

In all Cupids pageant there is preſented no monſter, 

Cre/. Nor nothing monſtrous neither, 

Troy. Nothing but our vndertakings, when wee vow to 
weepe ſeas, live in fire, eate rockes, tame tygers, think- 
ing it harder for our miſtreſſe to deuiſe impoſition ynough 
then for vs to vndergoe any difficulty impoſed. — 

This the monſtruoſity in loue lady, that the will is infinite and 
the execution confind, that the deſire is boundleſſe, and the 
act a ſlaue to lymite. 

Creſ. They ſay all lovers 1 more 1 then 
Fen are able, and yet reſerue an ability that they neuer 
performe : vowing more then the perfection of ten: and diſ- 
charging leſſe then the tenth part of one. They that haue 
the voyce of lyons, and the act of hares are they not mon- 
ſters? 9158 | 115 ED OF 

r Ff 4 | Troy. 


Why haue I blab'd : who ſhall be true to vs 


But though I loue'd yau well, I woed you not, 
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Troy. Are there ſuch: ſuch are not we: priiſe'ys as wee 
are taſted, allow vs a$we' prone : our head-ſhalt-goe bare till 
merit loner part no affection in reuerſion ſhall haue a praiſe in 
preſent : we will not name defert before his birth, and being 
borne, his addition ſhall bee humble: few worfles to faire 
faith. Troylus ſhall be ſuch to Cre/ſid, as what enuy can fay 
worſt ſhall bee a mocke for his truth, and what Fran can 
ſpeake trueſt, -not truer then Troylus. 

Creſ. Will you walke in my lord? 

Pand. What blulhing ſtill, haue you not donk talking yet ? 

Creſ. Well vncle what folly I commit I dedicate to you. 
Pand. I thanke you for that, if my lord gette a boy of you, 
youle giue him me : be true to my locd, if he flinch chide me 
for it. 


Troy. You know now your hoſtages, your W word and 
my firme faith. 

Pand. Nay Ile give my word for her too: our kindred 
though they be long ere they bee woed, they are conftant be- 
ing wonne, they are burres I can tell you, theyle ſticke where 
they are throwne. 

Creſ. Bouldneſſe comes to me now and brings me heart: 
prince Troylus I haue loued you night and At for many 
weary moneths. 

Troy. Why was my Creſſid then ſo hard to wyn? 
Creſ. Hard to ſeeme wonne : but I was wonne my lord 
With the firſt glance, that euer pardon me 
If I confeſſe much you will play the tyrant, - 

I lone you now, but till now not ſo much 

But I might maiſter it; in faith I lye, 
My thoughts were like vnbrideled children grone . 

Too headſtrong for their mother: ſee wee fooles, 


When we are ſo vnſectet to our ſelues. 


And 
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And yet good faith I wiſht my fſglfe a man; 
Or that we women had mens priulledge | 
Of ſpeaking firſt. Sweete bid me hold my tongue, 
For in this rapture I ſhall ſurely ſpeake | 
The thing I ſhall repent : ſee ſee your fylence 
Comming in dumbneſle, from my weakneſſe drawes 
My very ſoule of councell. Stop my mouth. | 
Troy. And ſhall, albeit ſweet 2111000 iſſues thence. 
Pand. Pretty yfaith. 
Creſ. My lord I doe beſeech you pardon me, 
Twas not my purpoſe thus to begge a kiſſe: 
I am aſham'd; O heauens what haue I done 
For this time will I take my leaue my lord. 
Troy. Your leaue ſweete Creſſid. 
Pan. Leave: and you take leaue till to morrow / morning, 
Creſ. Pray you content you. 
Troy, What offends you lady ? 
Creſ. Sir mine own company. 
Troy. You cannot ſhun your ſelfe. 
Creſ. Let me goe and try: 
J haue a kind of ſelfe recids with you: 
But an vnkinde ſelfe, that it ſelfe will leaue, 
To be anothers foole. I would be gone: 
Where is my wit? I know not what I fpeake, 
Tro. Well know they what they ſpeake, that ſpeake ſo wiſely, 
Creſ. Perchance my lord I ſhow more craft then loue, 
And fell ſo roundly to a large confeſſion, | 
To angle for your thoughts, but you are wiſe, 
Or elſe you loue not: for to be wiſe and lone, 
Exceeds mahs might that dwells with gods aboue. 
Tro. O that I thought it could be in a woman. 
As if it can I will preſume in you, | 
To feed for age her lampe and flames of lone, 
To keepe her conſtancy in plight and youth. 5 
OA Out- liuing 
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Ont-liuing beauties outward, with a mind, 
That doth renew ſwifter then blood decays, 
Or that perſuaſion could but thus conuince me, 
That my integrity and truth to you, 
Might be affronted with the match and waight, 
Of ſuch a winnowed purity in love, 
How were I then vp-lifted ! but alaſſe, 
I am as true as truths ſimplicity, 
And ſimpler then the infancy of truth. 
Cref. In that Ile war with you. 
Tro, O vertuous fight, 
When right with right warres who ſhal be moſt right, 
True ſwains in loue ſhall in the world to come 
Approue their trueth by Troy/us, when their rimes, - 
Full of proteſt, of oath and big compare, 
Wants ſimele's truth tyrd with iteration. 
As true as ſteele, as plantage to the moone. 
As ſunne to day: as turtle to her mate, 
As iron to adamant : as earth to th' center, 
After all compariſons of truth. 
(As truths authentique author to be cited) 
As true as Troylus, ſhall croune vp the verſe, 
And ſanctifie the nombers, 
Creſ. Prophet may you bee, 
If I bee falce or ſwarue a hayre from truth, 
When time is ould or hath forgot it ſelfe, 
When water drops haue worne the ſtones of Trey, 
And blind oblivion ſwallowd cities vv. _ 
And mighty ſtates character- les are grated, 
To duſty nothing, yet let memory, | 
From falce to falce among falce mayds in loue, 
Vpbraid my falcehood, when th' haue ſaid as falce, 
As ayre, as water, wind or ſandy earth, _ 
As fox to lambe; or wolfe to heifers calfe, | 
e wilt Pas 
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Pard to the hind, or ſtepdame to her ſonne, 
Yea let them ſay to ſticke the heart of falſehood, 
As falſe as Creſſid. 

Pand. Go to a bargaine made, ſeale it, feat it Ile bee the 
witnes here I hold your hand, here my cozens, if ever you 
proue falſe one, to another ſince I haue taken ſuch paine to 
bring you together, let all pittiful goers betweene be cald to 
the worlds end after my name, call them all Panders, let all 


conſtant men be Troyluſſes, all falſe woemen Crefids, and all 
brokers betweene Panders ; ſay Amen. 


Tro. Amen. 

Cre. Amen. 

Par. Amen. 5 
Wherevpon T will, ſhew you a chamber, which bed becauſe it 
ſhall not ſpeake ot your prety encounters preſſe it to death; 


. Exeunt. 
And Cupid grant all tong-tide maydens here, 
Bed, chamber, Pander to prouide this geere. Exit. 


Enter Vliſſes, Diomed, Neſtor, Agamem, Chalcas. 


Cal. Now princes for the fernice I haue done, 
Th' aduantage of the time prompts me aloud, 
To call for recompence : appere it to mind, 
That through the ſight I beare in things to loue, 
I haue abandond Troy, left my poſſeſſion, 
Incurd a traytors name, expoſd my ſelfe, 
From certaine and poſſeſt conueniences, 
To doubtfull fortunes, ſequeſtring from me all, 
That time acquaintance, cuſtome and condition, 
Made tame, and moſt familiar to my nature: 
And here to doe you ſeruice am become, 
As new into the world, ſtrange, vnacquainted. 
I do beſeech you as in way of taſt, 
To giue me now a little benefit, | | 
. | Our 
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Out of thoſe many regiſtred in promiſe, 
Which you ſay liue to come in my behalfe. 


Aga, What wouldſt thou of vs Troian? make demand? 


Calc. You hane a Troian priſoner cald Antenor, 
Yetterday tooke, Troy holds him very deere. 
Oft haue you (often haue yon thankes therefore) 
Deſird my Creſſed in right great exchange. 

Whom Troy hath ſtill deni'd, but this Inthenor, 

I know is ſuch a wreſt in their affaires: 

That their negotiations all muſt ſlacke, 

Wanting his mannage and they will almoſt, 

Giue vs a prince of blood a ſonne of Pryam, 

In change of him. Let him be ſent great princes, 
And he ſhall buy my daughter: and her preſence, 
Shall quite ſtrike of all ſeruice I haue done, 
In moſt accepted paine. 

Aga. Let Diomedes beare him; 

And bring vs Creſſid hither, Calcas ſhall haue 
What he requeſts of vs: good Diamed 

Furniſh you farely for this enterchange, 
Withall bring word if Hector will to morrow, 
Bee anſwered in his challenge. tax is ready. 

Dio. This ſhall I vndertake, and as a burthen 
Which I am proud to beare. 


Achilles and Patro fland in their tent 9 


Vli. 4lillss ſtands ith entrance of his tent, 


Pleaſe it our generall paſſe ſtrangely by him: ? as 0 5 


As if he were forgot, and princes all, 
Lay negligent and looſe regard vpon him, | 
I will come laſt, tis like heele queſtion mee. 


eit. 


Why ſuch vnpaulſiue eyes are bent ? why turnd on h him, ? 


If ſo I haue deriſion medecinable, 
To vſe betweene your ſtrangnes and his pride, 


Ne wich 
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Which his owne will ſhall haue deſire to drinke, 
It may doe good, pride hath no other glaſſe, 
To ſhow it ſelfe but pride: for ſupple knees, 
Feed arrogance and are the proud mans fees. 
Aga. Weele execute your purpoſe and put on, 
A forme of ſtrangneſſe as we pas along, 
So do each lord, and either greet him not 
Or els diſdaynfully, which ſhall ſhake him more: 
Then if not lookt on. I will lead the way. 
Achil. What comes the generall to ſpeake with mee ? 
You know my minde Ile fight no more *gainſt Troy. 
Aga. What ſaies Achilles would he ought with vs? 


Neft. Would you my lord ought with the generall. 
Achil. No. 


Neſt. Nothing my lord. 

Aga. The better. 

Achil. Good day, good day. 

Aen. How do you? how do you? 

Achil, What do's the cuckould ſcorne me ? 

Aiax. How now Patroclus ? 

Achil. Good morrow Aiax ? 

Aiax. Ha. | 

Achil. Good morrow. 

Aiax, 1 and good next day too. Exeunt. 

Ach. What meane theſe fellowes know they not Achilles ? 

Patro. T hey paſſe by ſtrangely: they were vs'd to bend, 
To ſend their ſmiles before them to Achilles : | 
To come as humbly as they vs'd to creep, to holy aultars. 

Achil. What am I poore of late? 
Tis certaine, greatneſſe once falne out with fortune, 
Muſt fall out with men to, what the declin'd is, 
Ife ſhall as ſoone reade in the eyes of others 
As feele in his owne fall: for men like butter- flies, 
| Shew not their mealy wings but to the ſummer, 
| And 
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And not a man for being ſimply man, 
Hath any honour, but honour for thoſe honours 
That are without him, as place, ritches, and fauour, | 
Prizes of accident as oft as merit 4 1 80 
Which when they fall as being ſlipery Raney; 
The loue that lean'd on them as ſlipery too, | 
Doth one pluck downe another, and together, die in the fat, £ 
But tis not ſo with mee, | 
Fortune and J are friends, I do enioy : 
At ample point all that I did poſſeſſe, | 
Saue theſe mens lookes, who do me thinkes finde out: 
Some thing not worth in me ſuch ritch beholding, 
As they haue often given. Here is V/i/ſes 
Ile interrupt his reading, how now Vliſſes? 

Vliſ. Now great Thetis ſonne. 

Achil. What are you reading? 

Vliſ. A ſtrange fellow here, 
Writes me that man, how derely euer parted 
How much in hauing or without or in 
Cannot, make bolt to haue that which he hath, 
Nor feeles not what he owes but by reflection: 
As when his vertues ayming vpon others, 
Heate them and they retort that heate againe | 
To the firſt givers. 

Achil. This is not ſtrange Viſſes, 
The beauty that is borne here in the face : 
The bearer knows not, but commends it ſelfe, 
To others eyes, nor doth the eye it ſelfe 
That moſt pure ſpirit of fence, behold it ſelfe 
Not going from it ſelfe : but eye to eye _—_ 
Sallutes each other, with each others forme. | 
For ſpeculation turnes not to it ſelfe, 
Till it hath trauel'd and is married there? | 
Where it may ſee it ſelfe: this is not ſtrange at all. 


Vii. 
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Vi. I do not ſtraine at the poſition, 
It is familiar, but at the authors drift, 
Who in his circumſtance expreſsly prooues, 
That no man is the lord of any thing : 
Though in and of him there be much n 
Till he communicate his parts to others, 
Nor doth hee of himſelfe know them for aught: 
Till he behold them formed in the applauſe. | 
Where th'are extended: who like an arch reuerb'rate 
The voice againe or like a gate of ſteele: 
Fronting the ſunne, receiues and renders back 
His figure and his heate, I was much rap't in this, 
And apprehended here immediately, 
Th' vaknowne 4iax, heauens what a man is there? 
A very horſe, that has he knowes not what, 
Nature what things there are, 
Mot obiect in regard, and deere in vſe, 
What things againe moſt deere in the eſteeme : 
And poore in worth, now ſhall we ſee to morrow, 
An act that very chance doth throw vpon him 
Aiax renown'd ? O heauens what ſome men doe, 
While ſome men leaue to doe. 
How ſome men creepe in {kittiſh fortunes hall, 
While others play the ideots in her eyes, 
How one man eates into anothers pride, 
While pride is faſting in his wantoneſſe. 
To ſee theſe Erecian lords, why euen already: 
They clap the lubber 4iax on the ſhoulder 
As if his foote were one braue Hectors breſt, 
And great Troy ſhriking. 

Achill. J doe beleeue it, 
For they paſt by me as miſers do by beggars, 
Neither gaue to me good word nor looke : 
What are my deeds forgot? 


Vi 
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Vii. Time hath (my lord) a wallet at his deen. 
Wherein he puts almes for obliuion: | 
A great ſiz'd monſter of ingratitudes, 

Thoſe ſcraps are good deeds paſt, 
Which are deuour'd as faſt as they are made, 
Forgot as ſoone as done, perſeuerance deere my lord: 

Keepes honour bright, to haue done, is to hang, 

Quite out of faſhion like a ruſty male, 

In monumentall mockry? take the inſtant way, 

For honour trauells in a ſtraight ſo narrow : 

Where on but goes a breſt, keepe then the path 

For emulation hath a thouſand ſonnes, 

That one by one purſtie, if you give way, 

Or turne aſide from the direct forth right : 6 
Like to an entred tide they all ruſh by, 4 
And leaue you him, moſt, then what they do in preſent : 
Though leſſe then yours in paſſe, muſt ore up yours. 

For time is like a faſhionable hoaſt, 

That ſlightly ſhakes his parting gueſt by th' hand, 

And with his armes out-ſtretcht as he would flie, 

Graſpes in the commer : the welcome euer ſmiles, 

And farewell goes out ſighing. Let not vertue ſeeke, 
Remuneration for the thing it was. For beauty, wit, 

High birth, vigor of bone, deſert in ſeruice, 

Lone, friendſhip, charity, are ſubiects all, 

To enuious and calumniating time. 

One touch of nature makes the whole world kin, 

That all with one conſent praiſe new · borne audes, 
Though they are made and moulded of things palt, 

And goe to duſt, that is a little guilt, - 

More laud then guilt ore-duſted, 

The preſent eye praiſes the preſent e obiect. 

Then maruell not thou great and complet man, 

That all the Greekes begin 2 w wagthid diax; 
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Since things in motion ſooner eatch the eye, 
That what ſtirs not. The crie went once on thee, 
And ſtill it might, and yet it may againe, 
If thou wouldſt not entombe thy ſelfe aliue, 
And caſe thy reputation in thy tent. 
Whoſe glorious deeds but in theſe fields of late, 
Made emulous miſſions mongſt the gods them ſelues, 
And draue great Mars to faction. 
Achil. Of this my priuacie, 
J haue ſtrong reaſons. 
Vliſ. But gainſt your priuacie, 
The reaſons are more potent and heroycall: 
Tis knowne Achilles that you are in loue 
With one of Priams daughters. 
Achil. Ha? knowne, 
Vliſ. Is that a wonder : 
The prouidence thats in a watchfull ſtate, 
Knowes almoſt euery thing, 
Findes bottom in the eee depth, 


| Keepes place with thought and almoſt like the gods, 


Do thoughts vauaile in their dumbe cradles. 

There is a myſterie (with whom relation 

Durſt neuer meddle) in the ſoule of ſtate, 

Which hath an operation more divine, 

Then breath or pen can giue expreſſure to: 

All the commerſe that you haue had with Trey, 

As perfectly is ours, as yours my lord, 

And better would! it fitt Achilles much, 

To throw downe Hector then Polixena. 

But it muſt grieve young Pirhus now at home, 

When fame ſhall in our ilands ſound her trumpe, 

And all the Greeki/+ glrles ſhall tripping ſing, 

Great Hectors ſiſter did Achilles winne, 

But our great Aiaæ brauely beate downe him: 
Yor. III. G g 
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Farewell my lord: I as your louer ſpeake, 
The foole ſlides ore the ice that you ſhould breake. 
Patr. To this effect Achilles haue I moou'd you, 
A woman impudent and manniſh growne, 
Is not more loth'd then an effeminate man 
In time of action: I ſtand condemnd for this 
They thinke my little ſtomack to the warre, 
And your great loue to me, reſtraines you thus, 
Sweete rouſe your ſelfe, and the weake wanton Cupid, 
Shall from your neck vnlooſe his amorous fould, 
And like dew drop from the lions mane, 
Be ſhooke to ayre. 
Ach. Shall Aiax fight with Hector. 
Patro. I and perhaps receiue much honor by him. 
Achil. J ſee my reputation is at ſtake, 
My fame is ſhrowdly gor'd, 
Patro. O then beware. 
Thoſe wounds heale ill, that men do giue dite 
Omiſſion to doe what is neceſſary, 
Seales a commiſſion to a blanke of danger, 
And danger like an ague ſubtly taints 


Euen then when they ſit idely in the ſunne. 


Achil. Go call Therſites hether ſweet Patroclus, 
Ile ſend the foole to 4iax, and deſire him 


IT inuite the Troyan lords after the combate, 


To ſee vs heere vnarmd. I haue a womans longing, 
An appetite that I am ſick with-all, 
To ſee great Hector in his weeds of peace, 
To talke with him, and to behold his viſage, 
Euen to my full of view. A labour ſau'd, 
Enter Therſites. 

Therſi. A wonder. | 

Achil. What? 

Therſi. Aiax goes vp and downe the field dada for him- 
ſelfe. g ; Achil. 
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Achil. How ſo? . r 

Thonſi. He muſt fight ſingly to morrow with cler, and 
is ſo prophetically proud of an heroycall cudgeling, that he 
raues in ſaying nothing. 

Achil. How can that be? 

Therſi. Why a ſtalkes vp and downe like a peacocke, a ſtride 
and a ſtand: ruminates like an hoſtiſſe, that hath no arithma- 
tique but her braine to ſet downe her reckoning: bites his 
lip with a politique regarde, as who ſhould ſay there were 
witte in this head and twoo'd out: and fo there is. But it 
lyes as coldly in him, as fire in a flint, which will not ſhow 
without knocking, the mans vndone for euer, for if Hector 
breake not his neck ith' combate, hee'le breakt himſelfe in 
vaine glory. Hee knowes-not mee. I ſayd good morrow Max - 
and hee replyes thankes Agamemnon. What thinke you of this 
man that takes mee for the generall ? Hees growne a very 
land · ſiſn languageleſſe, a monſter, a plague of opinion, a man 
may weare it on both ſides like a lether ierkin, 

Achil. Thou muſt be my ambaſſador Ther/tes. 

Therſi. Who I: why heele anſwer no body: hee profeſſes 
not anſwering, ſpeaking is for beggers : he weares his tongue 
in's armes. I will put on his preſence, let Patroclus make de- 
mands to me. You ſhall ſee the pageant of 4iax. 

Achil. To him Patroclus, tell him I humbly deſire the va. 
liant Hiax, to inuite the valorous Hector to come vnarm'd to 
my tent, and to procure ſafe- conduct for his perſon, of the 
magnanimous and moſt illuſtrious, ſixe or ſeauen times ho- 
nour'd captaine generall of the armie. Agamemnon, do this. 

Patro. Toue bleſſe great Aiax. 

Ther/. Hum. 

Patr, I come from the worthy Achilles, 

Therſ. Ha? 

Patr. Who moſt humbly deſires you to inuite Hefor to his 
1 
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Patr. And to procure ſafe conduct From kammer 87 
Therſ. Agamemnon? - 
Patr. I my lord. 

Ther/. Ha? 

Patr. What ſay you too't. 

Therſ. God buy you with all my heart. 

Patr. Your anſwer fir, 

Therſ. If to morrow be a faire day, by a leuen of the dock 


it will goe one way or other, howſoener he ſhall | pay for me 
ere hee ha's me. | 


Patr. Your anſwer fir. 

Therſ. Fare yee well with all my heart. 

Achil. Why, but he is not in this tune, is he? 

Therſ. No: but out of tune thus. What muſick will be in 
him, when Hector ha's knockt out his braines, I know not. 
But Lam ſure none, vnleſſe the fidler Apollo get his ſinnews to 
make catlings on. 

Achil, Come, thou ſhalt beare a letter to him ſtraight. 

Therſ. Let mee beare another to his batte for thats the 
more capable creature, 

Achil. My minde is troubled like a fountaine ſtird, 

And I my ſelfe ſee not the bottome of it. 
 Ther/, Would the fountaine of your minde were cleere 
againe, that I might water an aſſe at it, I had rather be a tick 


in a ſheepe, then ſuch , a valiant 1 an | 


Enter at one deore Æneas, at another Paris, Dei phobus, Au- 
-  temor, Diomed the Grecian with forche. : 


Paris. See ho: ? -who is that there ? 
Deiþh. It is the lord Æneas. 
Ene. Is the prince there in perſon ? 


Had I ſo 8 occaſion to W long 
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As your prince Paris, nothing but heauenly buſineſſe, 


Should rob my bed mate of my company. 


Dio. That's my minde too? good morrow lord Zneas, 


Paris. A valiant Greeke Eneas take his hand. 
Witneſſe the proceſſe of your ſpeech : wherein 
You told how Dyomed a whole weeke by daies, 
Did haunt you in the field. 

Ene. Health to you valiant fir, 

During all queſtion of the gentle truce : 
-But when I meete you arm'd, as black defiance, 
As heart can thinke or courage execute. 

Diom. The one and other Diomed embraces, 
Our blouds are now in calme, and ſo long helth ; 
Lul'd when contention, and occaſion meete, 

By Zoue Ile play the hunter for thy life, 

With all my force, purſuite, and pollicy. 
Ene. And thou ſhalt hunt a lyon that will flie, 
With his face back-ward, in humane gentleneſle ; 
Welcome to Troy, now by Anchiſes life, 
Welcome indeed: by Venus hand I ſwere: 

No man aliue can loue in ſuch a fort, 

The thing he meanes to kill, more excellently, 

Diom. We ſimpathize. Hue let Zneas liue 
(If to my ſword. his fate be not the glory) 

A thouſand compleate courſes of the ſunne, 
But in mine emulous honor let him die: 


With euery ioynt a wound and that to morrow 


Ene. We know each other well? 


Diom. We do and long to know each other ne 
Par. This is the moſt deſpightfull gentle greeting, 
The nobleſt hatefull loue that ere I heard of, what dulineſſe 


Lord ſo earely? 


Ene. I was ſent for to we king ? but why 1 know not. 
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Par. His purpoſe meetes you ? twas to bring this Greeke, 
To Calcho's houſe, and there to render him: | 
For the enfreed Anthenor the faire Creſſid, 

Lets haue your company, or if you pleaſe, 
Haſt there before vs. I conſtantly beleeue, 


(or rather call my thought a certaine knowledge) 


My brother Troylus lodges there to night, 
Rouſe him and giue him note of our approch, 
With the whole quality wherefore : 
I feare we ſhall be much vnwelcome. 
Aneas. That I aſſure you: Troylus had rather Troy were 
borne to Grezee, then Creſſeid borne from Troy. 
Paris. There is no helpe. 
The bitter diſpoſition of the time will haue it ſo : 
On lord, weele follow you. 
Antag. Good morrow all. 
Paris. And tell me noble Diomed, faith tell me true, 
Euen in ſoule of ſound good fellowſhip, 
Who in your thoughts, deſerues faire Helen beſt, 
My ſelfe, or Menelaus. 
Diom. Each alike. 
Hee merits well to haue her that doth ſeeke her, 
Not making any ſcruple of her ſoyle, 


With ſuch a hell of paine, and world of charge. | 


And yau as well to keepe her, that defend her, 
Not pallating the taſte of her diſhonour 
With ſuch a coſtly loſſe of wealth and friends, 
He like a puling cuckold would drinke vp, 
The lees and dregs of a flat tamed peece: 
You like a letcher out of whoriſh loynes, 
Are pleaſd to breed out your inheritors, 
Both merits poyzd, each weighs nor leſſe nor more, 
But he as he, the heauier for a whore. 
Parts. You are too Nur to your country-Woman. 


Dion, 
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Dim. Shees bitter to her country, heare me Paris, 
For euery falfe drop in her bawdy veines, 5 
A Grecians life hath ſunke : for every ſeruple 
Of her contaminated carrion waight, 
A Troyan hath beene ſlaine. Since ſhe could ſpeake. 
Shee hath not ginen ſo many good words brearh, 
As for her Greekes and Troyans ſuffred death. 

Paris. Faire Diomed you do as chapmen do, 
Diſpraiſe the thing that they deſire to buy, 
But we in filence hold this vertue well, 
Weele not commend, what wee intend to ſell. 


Heere lyes our way. | Exeunt. 


Enter Troylus and Creſſeida. 


Troy. Deere, trouble not your ſelfe, the morne is colde. 
Creſ. Then ſweet my lord Ile call mine vnckle downe, 
Hee ſhall vnbolt the gates. 
Troyl. Trouble him not. 
To bed to bed: ſleepe kill thoſe pritty eyes, 
And giue as ſoft attachment to thy ſences, 
As infants empty of all thought, 
Creſ. Good morrow then. 
Troyl. I prithee now to bed. 
Creſ. Are you a weary of me? 
Troyl. O Creſſeida! but that the buſie day, 
Wak't by the larke hath rouzd the ribald crowes, 
And dreaming night will hide our toyes no longer, 
I would not from thee. 
Creſ. Night hath beene too briefe. 
Tro. Beſhrew the witch! with venemous wights ſhe lues ' 
As tediouſly as hell, but flies the graſpes of loue, 
With wings more momentary ſwift then thought, 
You will catch colde and curſe me. 
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What haue I brought you to doe? 


How earneſtly they knock, pray you come in. - Knock. N 
1 would not for halfe Troy haue you ſeene here. Wust Bxaunt, 1 


TI IHiroHT en 3 


Creſ. Prithee tarry, you men will neuer tar, 
O fooliſh Creſſeid, 1 might haue ſtill held oft, 
© And then you would haue tarried. Harke ther's GO. 

Pand. Whats all the doores open Leere! Ne 


6-44 | 


Troyl, It is your vncle. | A - 
Creſ. A peſtilence on him: now will he be modkings 372 1 
T ſhall haue ſuch a life. L 005 | 3 


Pand. How now, how now, how go maideniheeds;" 
Heere you maide, where's my cozin Creſſeid? 

Creſ. Go hang your ſelfe, you naughty mocking vacts; : 
You bring me to doo - and then you floute me to. 4 

Pand. To do what, to do what? let her ſay what, : 


Creſ. Come, come, beſhrew your heart, youle nere be good, 
nor ſuffer others. 

Pand. Ha, ha: alas poore wretch : a poore Chibeochia, baſt 
not flept to night? would hee not (a W * let it 
ſleepe, a bug · beare take him. | 

Creſ. Did not I tell you? would he were knockt ith? head, 
Who's that at doore, good vnckle go and ſee. One knocks, 3 
My lord, come you againe into my chamber, | 4 
You ſmile and mock me, as if I meant —_—_— 4 

Troyl. Ha, ha. 2 

Creſ. Come you are deceived, 1 thinke of no och h thing, 


Pand. Who's there? what's the matter? will you beate 
downe the doore? How now, what's the matter? 

Ene. Good morrow lord, good morrow, 

Pand. Who's there my lord Æneas: by =. troth I knew 


you not : what newes with you ſo s * Bond 
Ene. Ts not prince Troylus heere? - 1 ed 3 
Pand. Here, what ſhould he do here: | 


Taorrvs AND CReSSEIDA. 


Ene. Come he is here, my lord, do not deny him, 
It doth import him much to ſpeake with me... 
Pan. Is he here lay you? its more then I know Ile be ſworne 
For my owne part I came in late: what ſhould hee doe here? 
Znea. Who, nay then ! Come, come, youle do him wrong, 
ere you are ware, youle be ſo true to him to be falſe to him: 
Do not you know of him, but yet go fetch him hither, g9. 
Troyl.. How. now, whats the matter? 
Ene. My lord, I ſcarce haue leiſure to ſalute you, | 
My matter is ſo raſh : there is at hand, 
Paris your brother, and Deiphobus, 
The Grecian Diamed, and our Anthenor 
Deliuer'd to him, and forth-with, _ 
Ere the firſt ſacrifice, within this houre, | 
We muſt giue vp to Diomedes hand 
The lady Creſſeida. 5 
Troyl. Is it ſo concluded? "TIA 
Ene. By Priam and the generall late of 7 roy, 
They are at hand, and ready to effect it. 
TFTroyl. How my atchiuements mock me, 
I will go meete them: and my lord Æneas, 
We met by chance, you did not finde me here. 
En. Good, good my lord, the ſecrets of neighbor Pandar 
Have not more guift in taciturnitie, Exeunt, 
Pand. Iſt poſſible : no ſooner got but loſt, the diuell take 


Ant henor, the young prince will go madde, a plague vpon 


5 Anthenor, I would they had brok's neck. 
| Enter Creſf. 


How now? what's the matter? be v was dere; 

Pand. Ah, ah! | 

Creſ. Why ſigh you ſo profiieadly; wher's my lard gone? 
tell me ſweet vncle, whats the matter. 


* | Pand. 
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Pand. Wonld I were as deepe vnder the earth as I am 
aboue. 

Creſ. O the Gods, whats the matter? 

Pand. Pray thee get thee in: would thou hadſt nere been 
borne, I knew thou wouldeſt be his death. O poore gentle- 
man, a plague vpon Anthenor. 

Creſ. Good vnckle, I beſeech you on my knees, whats the 
matter ? 

Pand. Thou muſt be gone wench, thou muſt be gone: 
thou art chang'd for Anthenor. Thou muſt to thy father and 
bee gone from Troylus, twill be his death, twill bee his bane, 
hee cannot beare it. 

Creſ. O you immortall gods, I will not go. 

Pand. Thou muſt, 

Creſ. J will not vncle. I haue forgot my father, 

I know no touch of conſanguinitie, 

No kinne, no loue, no bloud, no ſoule ſo neere me 
As the ſweete Troylus, O you gods diuine, 

Make Creſſeids name the very crowne of falſehood, 
If euer ſhe leaue Traylus. Time, force and death, 
Do to this body what extreames you can : 

But the ſtrong baſe, and building of my loue, 

Is as the very center of the earth, 

Drawing all things to it. Ile go in and weepe. 

| Pand. Do, do. Fa 

creſ. Teare my bright haire, and ſcratch my praiſed cheekes, 
Crack my cleare voyce with ſobs, and breake my heart, 
Wit ſounding Troylus : I will not go from Troy. 


Enter Parks; Troyl. nens Deiphob. Anth. Diomedes. 


Par. It is great morning, and the houre prefixt, 
For her delivery to this valiant Creeke, 


Comes faſt vpon : good my brother Troylus Tell 
| 12e 


- TrRoYLUus AND a0. 


Tell you the lady what ſhe is to doe, 
And haſt her to the purpoſe. 
Troy. Walke into her houſe, 
Ile bring her to the Grecian preſently : 
And to his hand when I deliver her, 
Thinke it an altar, and thy brother Troylus 
A prieſt there offring to it his owne heart. 
Par. I know what tis to loue, 
And would, as I ſhall pitty I could helpe : 
Pleaſe you walke in my lords ? Exeunt. 


* 


Enter Pandarus and Creſſeida. 


Pan. Be moderate, be moderate. 
Creſ. Why tell you me of moderation? 
The griefe is fine, full, perfect that I taſte, 
And violenteth in a ſence as ſtrong 
As that which cauſeth it, how can I moderate it ? 
If I could temporize with my affections, 
Or brew it to a weake and coulder pallat, 
The like alayment could I giue my griefe : 
My lone admittes no qualifiing droſle, 
No more my griefe in ſuch a precious loſſe. 


Enter Troylus. 


Pan. Here, here, here he comes, a ſweete ducks. 

Creſ. Oh Troylus, Troylus. 

Pan. What a paire of ſpectacles is here, let me embrace too, 
Oh heart, as the goodly ſaying is, Oh heart, heauy heart, why 
ſighſt thou without breaking: where hee anſwers againe, be- 


cauſe thou canſt not eaſe thy ſmart by friendſhippe nor by 


ſpeaking : there was neuer a truer rime. Let vs caſt away 
nothing, for wee may live to haue need of ſuch To g 


Me ſee it, we ſee it, how now lambs? 
Trey. 
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Troy. Creſſi 1 L loue thee in ſo ſtrain d. a purity, 
That the bleſt gods as angry with my fancy:  _ - 
More bright in zeale then the deuotion, which —& _ -- 
Cold lippes blow to their dieties, take thee from me - 

_ Creſ. Have the gods enuy ? | | 

Pan. 1, 1, I, I, tis to plaine a caſe, _ 


Creſ. And is it true that I muſt go from Troy 2 
Troy. A hatefull truth. 


creſ. What and from Troylus to? 

Troy. From Troy, and Troylus. 

Creſſ. Is't poſſible >. 

Troy. And ſuddenly, Where i .iniury of chance 90 
Puts back, leaue taking, Juſsles roughly by: 
All time of pauſe : rudely beguiles our er 
Of all reioyndure: forcibly preuents 
Our lock't embraſures, ſtrangles our dere vowes, 
Euen in the birth of our owne laboring breath : 
We two that with ſo many thouſand ſighes, 
Did buy each other, muſt poorely ſell our ſelues: : 
With the rude breuity, and diſcharge of one, 
Iniurious time now with a robbers haſt, 


Cram's his ritch theeu'ry vp hee knowes not how. 


As many farewells as be ſtarres in heauen. 
With diſtinct breath, and conſignde kiſſes to them, 
He fumbles vp into a looſe adewe: 
And ſkants vs with a ſingle famiſht kiſſe, 
Diſtaſted with the ſalt of broken teares. 
#neas within. My lord is the lady ready 5 wie 
Tray. Harke, you are call'd, ſome fay the | genius 
Cries ſo to him that inſtantly muſt die, 
Bid them haue pacience ſhe ſhall come anon. 
Pan. Where are my teares raine to lay. this winde, or my 
heart wil be blowne vp by my throate. 


Creſſ. I muſt then to the Grecians, +4 18 
* \ 33 l 4 Troy. 
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Troy. No remedy? | 
Creſſ. A wofull Crefſid mongſt the merry Greekee, 
When ſhall we ſee againe. 
Troy. Here mee loue : be thou but true of heart. 
Creſ. I true? how now? what wicked deme is this? 
Troy. Nay we muſt vſe expoſtulation kindely, 
For it is parting from vs. 
I ſpeake not be thou true as fearing thee. 
For I will throw my gloue to death himſelfe, 
That there is no maculation in thy heart: 
But bee thou true ſay I to faſhion in, 
My ſequent proteſtation, bee ou true, and I will ſee thee. 
Creſ. Oh you ſhal be expo my lord to dangers, 
As infinite as imminent, but Ile be true. 
Troy. And Ile grow friend with danger, were this ſleeue. 
Creſ. And you this gloue, when ſhall I ſee you? 
Troy. I will corrupt the Grecian centinells, 
To giue thee nightly viſitation, but yet be true. 
Creſ. Oh heauens be true againe ? 
Troy. Here why I ſpeake it loue, 
The Grecian youths are full of quality, 
And ſwelling ore with arts and exerciſe : 
How nouelty may moue, and parts with portion, 
Alas a kinde of godly jealouſie, 
(Which I beſeech you cal a vertuous ſinne,) 
Makes me a feard. 
Creſ. Oh heayens you lone mee not a 
Troy. Die Ia villaine then, 
In this I do not call your faith in queſtion: 
So mainely as my merit. I cannot ſing 
Nor heele the high lauolt, nor ſweeten talke, 
Nor play at ſubtill games, faire vertues all: 
To which the Grecians are moſt prompt and pregnant, ; 
But I can tell that in each grace of thele: : 


There 
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There lu rkes a ſtill, and dumb-diſcourſiue diuell 


That tempts moſt cunningly, but be not tempted. 
Creſ. Do you thinke I will? 


Troy. No, but ſomthing may be done that we e will not, 


And ſometimes we are diuells to our ſelues: 
When we will tempt the frailty of our powers, 
Preſuming on their changefull potency. 

ZEneas within, Nay good my lord? 

Troy. Come kiſſe, and let vs part. 

Paris within. Brother Troylus ? 

Troy. Good brother come you hither ? 

And bring Eneas and the Grecian with you, 

Creſ. My lord will you be true? 

Troy. Who I, alas it is my vice, my fault, 
Whiles others fiſh with craft for great opinion, 
I with great truth catch mere ſimplicity, 
Whilſt ſome with cunning guild their copper crownes, 
With truth and plaineſſe I do were mine bare : 
Feare not my truth, the morrall of my wit, 

Is plaine and true ? ther's all the reach of it, 
Welcome fir Diomed, here is the lady, 

Which for Antenor we deliuer you. 

At the port (lord) Ile giue her to thy hand, 

And by the way poſſeſſe thee what ſhe is 
Entreate her faire, and by my ſoule faire Greeke, 


If ere thou ſtand at mercy of my {word : 


Name Creſſid, and thy life ſhal be as ſafe, 
As Priam is in Ilion. 

Diom. Faire ladie Cref/id, 
So pleaſe you ſaue the thankes this prince expects: 
The luſtre in your eye, heauen in your cheeke, 
Pleades your faire vſage, and to Diomed, | 
You ſhal be miſtres, and command him wholy. 


Troy. Grecian thou do'ſt not vie me courteoully, 
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To ſhame the ſeale of my petition to thee: 

In praiſing her. I tell thee lord of Greece, 
She is as farre high ſoaring ore thy praiſes : 

As thou vnworthy to be call'd her ſeruant, 

I charge thee vſe her well, even for my charge: 
For by the dreadfull Pluto, if thou doſt not, 
Though the great bulke Achilles be thy _ 

Ile cut thy throate, 

Diom. Oh be not mou'd prince Traylus, 

Let me be prineledg'd by my place and meſſage : 
To be a ſpeaker free ? when I am hence, 

Ile anſwer to my luſt, and know you lord 

Ile nothing do on charge, to her one worth, 
Shee ſhal be priz'd : but that you ſay be't fo, 

I ſpeake it in my ſpirit and honour no. 

Troy. Come to the port Ile tel thee Diomed, 
This braue ſhall oft make thee to hide thy head, 
Lady give me your hand, and as we walke, 

To our owne ſelues bend we our needfull talke. 

Paris. Hark Hectors trumpet? 

Ene. How haue we fpent this morning? 
The prince muſt thinke me tardy and remiſſe, 
That ſwore to ride before him to the field, 

Par. Tis 29 falte, come, come, to field with him. 


Exeu. 


Enter Aiax armed, Achilles, Patroclus, Agam. Menelaus, 
Vliſſes, Neſter, Calcas. ec. 


Aga. Here art thou in appointment freſh and faire, 
Anticipating time. With ſtarting courage, 
Giue with thy trumpet a loude note to Troy 
Thou dreadfull Aiax that the appauled aire, 
May pearce the head of the great Combatant, and bale him 
hither. 5 


Aiax. 
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Aiax. Thou, trumpet, ther's my purſe, 
Now cracke thy lungs, and ſplit thy braſen pipe: 
Blow yillaine, till thy ſphered bias cheeke, 
; Out- well the collick of puft Aquilen, 
| : Come {tretch thy cheſt, and let thy eyes ſpout bloud : 
bt Thou bloweſt for Hector. 
„ Vliſſ. No trumpet anſwers, 
5 Achil. Tis but early daies. 
Aga. Is not yond Diomed with Calcas daughter, 
Vliſſ. Tis he, I ken the manner of his gate, 
He riſes on the too: that ſpirit of his 
( In aſpiration lifts him from the earth, 
| Aga. Is this the lady Creſid? 
| Diom. Euen ſhe. 
; Aga. Moſt deerely welcome to the Greekes ſweete lady. 
Neſt. Our generall doth ſalute you with a kiſſe. | 
5 Viiſſ. Yet is the kindneſſe but perticular, twere better ſnee 


© 


il were kiſt in general. 

l Neſt. And very courtly counſell. Ile beginne: lo ns 
L for Neſtor. 

1 | Achil. Ile take that winter from your lips faire lady, 

| | Achilles bids you welcome. 

ll Men. IT had good argument for kiſſing once. 

1 Patro. But thats no argument for kiſſing now, 

5 For thus pop't Paris in his hardiment, 


„ And parted thus, you and your argument. | 
"i VIiſ. Oh deadly gall and theame of all our ſcornes, 
| For which we looſe our heads to guild his hornes. 
Patro. The firſt was Menelæus kiſſe this mine, - 
Patrolus kiſſes you. 
Mene. Oh this is trim. : 
Patr. Paris and I kiſſe euermore for him: 
Mene. Ile have my kiſſe ſir ? lady by your leaue. 
Creſ. In kiſſing do you render or receiue. 
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Patr. Both take and giue. oe if. EN 


Creſ. Ile make my match to live, 


The kiſſe you take is better then you gine: therefore no line. 
Mene. Ile giue you boote, Ile giue you three for one. 


Creſ. You are an od man giue euen or give none. 
Mene. An odde man lady, euery man is odde. 
Creſ. No Paris is not, for you know tis true, 
That you are odde and he is euen with you. 
Mene. Lou fillip me a'th head. 
Creſ. No Ile be ſworne. 
Vliſſ. It were no match, your naile againſt his ors; 
May I ſweete lady begge a kiſſe of you. 
Creſ. Vou may. 
_ Ulijj. I do deſire it. 
Cref. Why bepge then. 

Vl. Why then for Venus ſake giue me a kiſſe. 
When Hellen is a maide againe and his 
Creſ. J am your debtor, claime it when tis due. 

Vill. Neuers my day, and then a kiſſe of you. 

Diom. Lady a word, Ile bring you to your father. 
Neſt. A woman of quick ſence, 
Vliſſ. Fie, fie vpon her, 
Ther's language in her eye, her cheeke her lip, 
Nay her foote ſpeakes, her wanton ſpirits looke out 
At euery joynt and motiue of her body, 
Oh theſe encounterers fo glib of tongue, 
That giue a coaſting welcome ere it comes. 
And wide vnclapſe the tables of their thoughts, 
To euery tickliſh reader, fet them downe, 
For ſluttiſh ſpoiles of opportunity: 
And daughters of the game. 
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Flowriſh enter all of Troy. 


All. The Troyans trumpet. 
Agam. Yonder comes the troup. 


Ene. Haile all the ſtate of Greece + what ſhal be done, 


To him that victory commands, or doe you purpoſe, 
A victor ſhal be knowne, will you the knights 
Shall to the edge of all extremity 
Purſue each other, or ſhall they be diuided, 
By any voice or order of the field, Hefor bad aſke ? 
Aga. Which way would Hector haue it? 
ne. He cares not, heele obay condicions. 
Aga. Tis done like Hector, but ſecurely done, 
A little proudly, and great deale miſpriſing: 
The knight oppos'd. 
Ane. If not Achilles fir, what is your name? 
Achil. If not Achilles nothing. 
Ene. Therefore Achilles, but what ere know this, 
In the extremity of great and little: 
Valour and pride excell themſelues in Hector 
The one almoſt as infinite as all, 
The other blanke as nothing, way him well: 
And that which lookes like pride is curteſie, 
This 4iax is halfe made of Hectors bloud, 
In loue whereof, halfe Hefor ſtaies at home, 


Halfe heart, halfe hand, halfe Hector comes to ſeeke: : 
This blended knight halfe Troyan, and halfe Creeke, 


Achil. A maiden battell then, oh I perceiue you. 
Aga. Here is ſir Diomed ? go gentle knight, 
Stand by our Hiax. As you and lord Eneas 
Conſent vpon the order of their fight, 
So be it, either to the vttermoſt, 
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Or els a breath, the combatants being kin, 

Halfe ſtints their ſtrife, before their ſtrokes begin. 

Vliſſes: what Trayan is that ſame that lookes ſo heauy ? 
Vii. The yongeſt ſonne of Priam, a true knight, 

Not yet mature, yet matchleſſe firme of word, 

Speaking deeds, and deedleſſe in his tongue, 

Not ſoone prouok't nor beeing prouok't ſoone calm'd, 

His heart and hand both open and both free. 

For what he has he giues, what thinkes he ſhewes, 

Yet giues hee not till iudgement guide his bounty, 

Nor dignifies an impare thought with breath ; 

Manly as Hector, but more dangerous, 

For Hector in his blaze of wrath ſubſcribes 

To tender obiects, but he in heate of action, 

Is more vindicatiue then iealous loue. 

They call him Troylus, and on him erect, 

A ſecond hope as fairely built as Hector: 

Thus ſaies Æneas one that knowes the youth, 

Euen to his ynches : and with private ſoule 


Did in great Illion thus tranſlate him to me, Alarum. 


Aga. They are in action. 

Net. Now Aiax hould thine owne. 

Troy. Hector thou ſleep'ſt awake thee. 

Aga. His blowes are well diſpos'd, there 4iax. 


Trumpets ceaſe, 


Diom. You mult no more. 
Ene. Princes enough ſo pleaſe you. 
Aiax, I am not warme yet, let vs fight againe. 
Diom, As Hector pleaſes. 
Hect. Why then will I no more, 
Thou art great lord my fathers ſiſters ſonne, 
A couzen german to great Priams ſeede, 
The obligation of our bloud forbids, 
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A gory emulation twixt vs twaine : 
Were thy commixtion Greeke and Troyan fo, 
That thou could ſay this hand is Greczan all: 
And this is Troyan, the ſinnewes of this legge 
All Greeke, and this all Troy : my mothers bloud, 


Runnes on the dexter cheeke, and this ſiniſter 
Bounds in my fathers. By Ioue multipotent 
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Thou ſhouldſt not beare from me a Greeki/ſh member, N 
Wherein my ſword had not impreſſure made. | 
But the iuſt gods gainſay, | 
That any day thou borrow'dſt from thy mother, F 4 
My ſacred aunt, ſhould by my mortal ſword, 
Be drained. Let me embrace thee Hiax: ö 
By him that thunders thou haſt luſty armes, | 
Hector would haue them fall vpon him thus. : 
Cozen all honor to thee. 

Aiax. I thanke thee Hector, 4 
Thou art to gentle, and too free a man, S 
I came to kill thee cozen, and beare hence, ; 
A great addition earned in thy death. 4 

Hef. Not Neoptolymus ſo mirable, 
On whoſe bright creſt, fame with her lowdͤſt (O yes) | 
Cries, this is he, could promiſe to himſelfe, ; 
A thought of added honor, torne from Hector. ; 

Ene. There is expeCtance heere from both the ſides, ; 
What further you will do. Y 

Hef. Weele anſwer it, I 
The iſſue is embracement, Aiax farewell. b 

Aiax. If I might in entreaties finde ſucceſſe, - 
As ſeld I haue the chance, I would deſire, | ; 


My famous colin to our Grecian tents. | 
Diom. Tis Agamemnons wiſh, and great Achilles 4 
Doth long to ſee vnarm'd the valiant Hector. | 


Hef. ÆEneas call my brother 7. reylus to me. Foe 
ni 
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And ſigniſie this louing enterview 
To the expectors of our Troyan part, 
Deſire them home. Giue me thy hand my cozen, 
] will go cate with thee, and ſee your knights. 
Aiax. Great Agamemnon comes to meete vs heere. 
Hef, The worthieſt of them, tell me name by name: 
But for Achilles my owne ſearching eyes, 
Shall finde him by his large and portly ſize. 
Agam. Worthy all armes as welcome as to one, 
That would be rid of ſuch an enemy. 
From heart of very heart, great Hector welcome. 
Het. I thanke thee moſt imperious Agumemnon. 
Agam. My well-fam'd lord of Troy, no leſſe to you. 


Mene. Let me confirme my princely brothers greeting: 


You brace of warlike brothers : welcome hether. 
Hef. Who muſt we anſwer ? 
Ene. The noble Menelaus. 
Hef. O you my lord, by Mars his gauntlet thankes, 

(Mock not thy affect, the vatraded earth) 

Your quandom wife {weares ſtill by Venus gloue, 

Shees well, but bad me not commend her to you. 
Men. Name her not now ſir, ſhee's a deadly theame, 
Hef. O pardon, I offend. 

Neſt. 1 haue thou gallant Troyan ſeene thee oft, 

Laboring for deſtiny, make cruel] way, 


Through rankes of Greeki/h youth, and I haue ſeene thee 


As hot as Perſeus, ſpurre thy Phrigian ſteed, 
Deſpiſing many forfaits and ſubduments, 
When thou haſt hung th' aduanced ſword ith' ayre, 
Not letting it decline on the declined, 
That J haue ſaid to ſome my ſtanders by, 
Loe Iupiter is yonder dealing life. 
And J haue ſeene thee pauſe, and take thy breath, 
When that a ring of Greekes haue ſhrupd thee in, 
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Like an Olympian wraſtling. This haue I ſeene, 
But this thy countenance ſtill lockt in ſteele, 
I neuer ſaw till now: I knew thy grand-ſire, 
And once fought with him, he was a ſoldier good, 
But by great Mars the captaine of vs all, 
Neuer like thee : O let an old man embrace thee, 
And worthy warriour welcome to our tents, 
Ene. Tis the old Neſtor. 
Hef. Let me embrace thee good old chronicle, 
That haſt ſo long walkt hand in hand with time, 
Moſt reverend Neſtor, I am glad to claſpe thee. 
Nejt. 1 would my armes could match thee in contention. 
HeF#. 1 would they could. | 
Neft. Ha? by this white beard Ide fight with thee tc 
morrow, _ 
Well, welcome, welcome, I haue ſeene the time. 
Vliſ. J wonder now how yonder citty ſtands, 
When we haue here her baſe and piller by vs ? 
Hect. I knagy your fauour lord Vtifſes wel, 
Ah fir, there's many a Greeke and Troyan dead, 
Since firſt I ſaw your ſelfe and Diomed, 
In 7lion on your Greekiſh embaſſie. 
Vliſ. Sir I foretold you then what would enſue, 
My prophecie is but halfe his iourney yet, 
For yonder walls that pertly front your towne, 
Yon towers, whoſe wanton tops do buſſe the clouds, 
Muit kiſſe their owne feete. 
Hlect. I muſt not beleeue you. 
There they ſtand yet, and modeſtly I thinke, 
The fall of every Phrigian ſtone will coſt, 
A drop of Grecian bloud : the end crownes all, 
And that old common arbitrator Time, will one day end it. 
Vliſ. So to him we leaue it. 
Moſt gentle and moſt valiant Hector, welcome : 
: After 
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After the generall, I befeech you next 
To feaſt with me, and ſee me at my tent. 
Achil. I ſhall foreſtall thee lord Viſſes thou: 


Now Hector I haue fed mine eyes on thee, 


I haue with exact view peruſde thee Hector, and quoted ioynt 


by joint. 

Hef. Is this Achilles? 

Achil. J am Achilles, 

Hect. Stand faire I pray thee, let me looke on thee. 

Achil. Behold thy fill. 

Hect. Nay I haue done already. 

Achil. Thou art too briefe, I will the ſecond time, 
As I would buie thee, view thee lim by lim. 

Hlect. O like a booke of ſport thou'lt read me ore: 
But ther's more in me then thou vnderſtandſt, 
Why dooſt thou ſo oppreſſe me with thine eye. 

Achil. Tell me you heauens, in which part of his body 
Shall I deſtroy him: whether there, or there, or there, 
That I may giue the locall wound a name, 

And make diſtinct the very breach, whereout 
Heftors great ſpirit flew: anſwer me heavens, 

Hee. It would diſcredit the bleſt gods, proud man, 
To anſwer ſuch a queſtion : ſtand againe, 

Thinkſt thou to catch my life ſo pleaſantly, 
As to prenominate in nice coniecture, 
Where thou wilt hit me dead. 

Achil. I tell thee yea. | 

Hect. Wert thou an oracle to tell me ſo, 

Ide not beleeue thee. Hence-forth gard thee well, 
For Ile not kill thee there, nor there, nor there, 
But by the forge that ſtichied Mars his helme. 

Ile kill thee euery where, yea ore and ore. 

You wiſeſt Grecians, pardon me this brag, 

His inſolence drawes folly from my lips, 
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But Ile endenour deeds to match theſe words, 


Aiax. Do not chafe thee cozen. 

And you Achilles, let theſe threats alone, 

Till accident or purpoſe bring you too't, 

You may haue euery day enough of Hector, 

It you haue ſtomack. The generall ſtate I feare, 

Can ſcarce entreate you to be odde with him. 

Hef, I pray you let vs ſee you in the field, 

We haue had pelting warres ſince you refuſd, the Grecians 

cauſe, 
Achil. Dooſt thou entreate me Hector? 

To moro do I meet thee fell as death: to night all friends. 
Hef. Thy hand vpon that match. 1 
Agam. Firſt all you peeres of Greece, go to my tent, 

There in the full conuine we : afterwards 

As Heftors leiſure, and your bounties ſhall 

Concurre together, ſeuerally entreate him 

To taſte your bounties, let the trumpets blowe, 


That this great ſouldier may his welcome know. Exeunt. 


Troy. My lord Vlifſes, tell me I beſeech you, 
In what place of the field doth Calcas keepe. 

Vliſ. At Menelaus tent moſt princely Troylus : 
There Diomed doth feaſt with him to night, 
Who neither lookes vpon the heauen nor earth, 
But gives all gaze, and bent of amorous view, 
On the faire Creſſeid. | 

Troyl. Shall I ſweete lord be bound to you ſo much, 
After we part from Agamemnons tent, 
To bring me thether. 

Vliſ. You ſhall command me fir. 
But gentle tell me of what honor was 
This Creſſida in Troy? had ſhe no louer there 


That wailes her abſence ? 
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Tro. O ſir to ſuch as boſting ſhew their ſkarres, 
A mocke is due; will you walke on my lord, 
Shee was heloued my lord, ſhe is, and doth, 
But ſtill ſweet loue is food for fortunes tooth. Exeunt, 


Enter Achilles and Patroclus. 


Ach. Ile heate his blood with Greeki/h wine to night, 
Which with my cemitar Ile coole to morrow, 
Patroclus let vs feaſt him to the hight, 


Enter Therſites. 


Pat. Here comes Therſites. 
Ach. How now thou curre of enuy. 
Thou cruſty batch of nature whats the news? 

The. Why thou picture of what thou ſeemeſt, and idoll, 
Of idiot worſhippers, hcers a letter for thee. | 

Ach. From whence fragment. 

The. Why thou full diſh of foole from Troy, 

Pat. Who keeps the tent now. 

The. The ſurgeons box or the pacients wound. 

Pat. Well ſaid aduerſity, and what needs this tricks. 

The. Prithee be ſilent box I profit not by thy talke, 
Thou art ſaid to be Achilles male varlot. 

Pat. Male varlot you rogue whats that, 

The. Why his maſculine whore, now the rotten diſeaſes of 
the ſouth, the guts griping ruptures : loades a grauell in the 
back, lethergies, could palſies, rawe eies, durt rotte livers, 
whiſſing lungs, bladders full of impoſtume. Sciaticaes, lime- 
kills ith* palme, incurable bone-ach, and the riueled fee ſimple 
of the tetter, take and take againe ſuch prepoſterous diſcoue- 
ries. 

Pat. Why thou damnable box of enuy thou what meanes 
thou to curſe thus. | | 


The. Dol curſe thee. | 
DO | Pat. 
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Pat. Why no you ruinous but, you horſon indiſtinguiſha- 
ble cur, no. 

The. No why art thou then exaſperate, thon idle immate- 
rial ſkeine of ſleiue filke, thou greene ſacenet flap for a ſore 
eye, thou toſſell of a prodigalls purſe-thou ah how the poore 
world i is peſtred with ſuch water flies, diminitiues of nature. 

Pat. Out gall. 

Ther. Finch egge. 

Achil. My ſweete Patroclus T am thwarted quite, 

From my great purpoſe into morrowes battell, 

Here is a letter from queene Hecuba ; 

A token from her daughter my faire loue 

Both taxing me, and gaging me to keepe : 

An oth that I haue ſworne: I wil not breake it, 

Fall Greekes, fayle fame, honour or go or ſtay, 

My maior vow lies here ; this Ile obay, 

Come, come, Ther/ites help to trim my tent? 

This night in banquetting muſt al be ſpent, away Patroclus. 

Ther. With to much bloud, and to little braine, theſe two 
may run mad, bur if with to much braine and to little bloud 
they do Ile be a curer of mad-men, her's Agamemnon, an ho- 
neſt fellow inough, and one that loues quailes, but hee has 
not fo much braine as eare-wax, and the goodly transforma- 
tion of Jupiter there, his be the bull, the primitive ſtatue, 
and oblique memorial of cuck-olds, a thrifty ſhooing-horne 
in a chaine at his bare legge, to what forme but that hee is, 
ſhould wit larded with malice, and malice faced with witte, 
turne him to: to an aſſe, were nothing hee is both aſſe and 
oxe, to an oxe were nothing, her's both oxe and aſſe, to be 
a day, a moyle, a cat, a fichooke, a tode, a lezard, an oule, 
2 puttock, or a herring without a rowe. I would not care, 
but to bee Menelaus J would conſpire againſt deſteny, aſke me 
what I would be, if I were not Therſites, for J care not to be 


the louſe of a lazar, ſo I were not Menelaus—hey-day ſprites 
and fires, 


1 a 2 8 8 * 4 Fc = 
\ - 3 {tht F — C 
$71 Ro CERES 


FS 


* 3 122 3 5 
OR d 


£ PR 3 ” '* 
W SON 


TRroYLtuUsS AND CRESSEIDA. 


Enter Agam. Vliſſes, Neſt. and Diomed with lights, 


Aga. We go wrong we goe wrong. 
Aiax. No, yonder tis there where we ſce the lights. 
Hef. I trouble you. | 
Aiax. No not a whit. | 
Vliſ. Here comes himſelfe to guide you. 
Achil. Welcome braue Hector, welcome princes all. 
Aga. So now faire prince of Troy, I bid god night, 
Aiax commands the guard to tend on you. 
Hect. Thankes and good night to the Greekes generall. 
Mene, Good night my lord. 
Hect. Good night ſweet lord Menelaus. 
Ther. Sweet draught, ſweet quoth a, ſweete ſinke, ſweet ſure. 
Achil. Good night and welcome both to thoſe that go or 
tarry. 
Aga. Good night. Exeunt Agam, Menelaus. 
Achil. Old Nector tarries, and you to Diomed. 
Keepe Hector company an houre or two. 
Dio. I cannot lord, I haue important buſineſſe, 
The tide whereof is now, good night great Hector. 
Hef. Giue me your hand. 
Vliſ. Follow his torch, he goes to Calcas tent, Ile keepe you 
company. 
Troy. Sweet fir you honor me? 
Hect. And ſo good night. | 
Achil. Come, come, enter my tent, Exeunt, 
Ther. That ſame Diomeds a falſe hearted roague, a moſt 
vniuſt knaue, I will no more truſt him when he leeres, then I 
will a ſerpent when hee hiſſes, hee will ſpend his mouth and 
promiſe like Brabler the hound, but when he performes, 
aſtronomers foretell it, it is prodigious, there will come ſome 
Change, the ſonne borrowes of the moone when Diomed keepes 
his ward, I will rather leaue to ſee Hector then not to dog 


him, 
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him, they ſay he keepes a-Troyan drab, and vſes the traytor 


Calcas tent. Ile after—nothing but letchery all incontinent 
varlots. 


Enter Diomed. 


Dio. What are you vp here ho? — 

Chal. Who calls? 

Dio. Diomed, Chalcas I thinke wher's your daughter? 
Cal. She comes to you. 

Vliſ. Stand, where the torch may not diſcouer vs. 
Troy. Creſſid comes forth to him. 


| Enter Creſſid. 
Dio. How now my charge. 
Creſ. Now my ſweet gardian, harke a word with you. 
Troy. Yea ſo familiar ? 
Vl. Shee will fing any man at firſt ſight. 
Ther. And any man may ſing her, if he can take her cliff, 
ſhe's noted. 
Dio. Will you remember? 
Cal. Remember yes. 
Dio. Nay but do then and let your minde be coupled with 
your words. 
Troy. What ſhall ſhe remember. 
Vlif. Liſt ? 
| Creſ. Sweet hony Creeke tempt' me no more to folly. 
| Ther. Roguery. ; 
| Dio. Nay then. , 
| Cref. Ile tell you what, ; 
| Dis. Fo, fo, come tell a pin you are forſworne. 2 | [ 
Cref. In faith I cannot, what would you haue me : do „ | q 
Ther. A iugling tricke to be ſecretly —_—.. | f 
Dio. What did you ſweare you would beſtow on me? S 2 
Creſ. I prethee do not hold me to mine _ 5 3 
Bid me do any thing but that ſweete Greeke. | | 


TrovyLUs AnD CRESsSEIDA. 


Dio. Good night. 
© Troy. Hold patience, 
Vliſ. How now Troyan. 
Creſ. Diomed. 
Dio. No, no, good night Ile be your Goble no more. 
Troy. Thy better muſt. 
Creſ. Harke a word in your eare. 
Troy O plague and madneſſe! 
Vliſ. You are moued prince, let vs depart I pray 
Leaſt your diſpleaſure ſhould inlarge itſelfe 
To wrathfull tearmes, this place is dangerous : 
The time right deadly, I beſeech you goe. 
Troy. Behold I pray you. 
Vliſ. Now good my lord go off. 
You flow to great diſtruction, come my lord. 
. Troy. I prethee ſtay. 
Vliſ. You haue not patience, come. 
Troy. I pray you ſtay; by hell, and all hells torments, 
I will not ſpeake a word. 
Dio. And ſo good night. 
Creſ. Nay but you part in anger. 
Troy. Doth that grieue thee, O withered truth. 
Vliſ. How now my lord? 
Troy. By Joue I will be patient. 
Creſ. Guardian? why Greece? 
Dio. Fo fo you palter. 
Creſ. In faith I doe not, come hether once againe, 
Vliſ. You ſhake my lord at ſomething, will you goe : you 
wil break out. 
Troy. She ſtroakes his cheeke. 
Vliſ. Come, come. 
Troy. Nay ſtay, by Joue I will not ſpeake a word. 
There is betweene my will and all offences 
A guard of patience, ſtay a little while. 


TB HisTory or 


Ther, How the diuell luxury with his fat rumpe * potato 
finger, tickles together; frye lechery frye. 
Dio. Will you then? 
Cre/. In faith I will lo, neuer truſt me elſe, 
Dio. Giue me ſome token for the ſurety of it. 
Creſ. Ile fetch you one. ; Exit. 
Vliſ. You haue ſworne patience. 
Troy. Feare me not my lord. 
I will not be my ſelfe, nor haue cognition 
Of what I feele, I am all patience. 


Enter Creſſ. 


Ther. Now the pledge, now, now, now. 

Creſ. Here Diomed keepe this ſleeue. 

Troy. O beauty where is thy faith ! 

Vliſ. My lord. 

Troy. You looke vpon that ſleeve behold it well, 

Hee lone'd me (oh falſe wench) giue't me againe. 

Dio. Whoſe waſt ? 
Creſ. It is no matter now I ha't againe. 

TI will not meete with you to morrow night: 

I prethee Diomed viſite me no more. | 
Ther. Now ſhee ſharpens, well ſaid whetihene. 
Dio. I ſhall haue it. 

Creſ. What this? 
Dio. I that. 
Creſ. O all you gods; O pretty pretty — hides) 

Thy maiſter now lyes thinking on his bed 

Of thee and mee, and ſighes, and takes my gloue, 

And giues memoriall dainty kiſſes to it, as I kiſſe thee, 
Dio. Nay do not ſnatch it from me. 

Creſ. He that takes that doth take my heart withall. 
Dio. I had your heart before, this followes it. 
Troy, I did ſweare patience. | 


You 
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You ſhall not haue it Diomed, faith you ſhall * 
lle giue you ſomething elſe. 
Dio. I will haue this, whoſe was it? 


Creſ. It is no matter. 
Dio. Come tell me whoſe it was? 
Creſ. Twas on's that lou'd me better then you will, 
But now you haue it take it. 
Dio. Whoſe was it? 
Creſ. And by all Dianas wayting women yond 
And by her ſelfe Iwill not tell you whoſe. 
Dio. To morrow will I weare it on my helme, 
And grieue his ſpirit that dares not challenge it. 
Troy. Wert thou the diuell, and wor'ſt it on thy horne, 
It ſhould be challengd. 
Creſ. Well, well, tis done, tis paſt: and yet it is not. 
I will not keepe my word. 
Dio. Why then farewell, thou neuer ſhalt mocke Diomed 
againe, 
Cref. You ſhall not goe : one cannot ſpeake a word but it 
ſtraight ſtarts you. 
Dio, I doe not like this fooling. 
Ther, Nor I by Pluto; but that that likes not you, pleaſes 
me beſt, 
Dio. What ſhall I come? the houre 
Cref, I come; O laue: do come, I ſhall be plagued. 
Dio. Farewell till then. 
Cre/. Good night, I prethee come : 
Troylus farewell, one eye yet lookes on thee, 
But with my heart the other eye doth ſee, 
Ah poore our ſex, this fault in vs I find, 
The error of our eye directs our mind, 
What error leads muſt erre: O then conclude, 
„ Mindes ſwayd by eyes are full of turpitude. | 


| Thinke we had mothers, do not giue aduantage 
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Sith yet there is a credence in my heart. 
An eſperance ſo obſtinatly ſtrong, | 
That doth invert th' atteſt of eyes and eares, 


Ther. A proofe of ſtrength, ſhe could not publiſh more, 4 
vnleſſe ſhee ſaid my mind is now turn'd Ware.” | 4 
Vliſ. All's done my lord. n 1 
Troy, It is. | | | 3 
Vii. Why ſtay we then? 3 
Troy. To make a recordation to my ſouls = _ 1 
Of every ſillable that here was ſpoke: —— 7 
But if I tell how theſe two did court, 4 x | 
Shall I not lye in publiſhing a truth, | > 22 4 


r 


As if thoſe organs were deceptions functions, | 1 
Created onely to calumniate. Was Creſſeid heere? 3 
Vliſ. 1 cannot coniure Troyan. | £ - 
Troyl. Shee was not ſure. | * 4 
Vliſ. Moſt ſure ſhe was. — 4 | 


Troy. Why my negation hath no taſte of madneſſe. 
Vliſ. Nor mine my lord: Creſſeid was heere but now, 
Troyl. Let it not be beleeu'd for woman-hood. 


To ſtubborne critiques apt without a theme 

For deprauation, to ſquare the generall ſex 

By Creſſeids rule. Rather thinke this not Creſſeid. 
VIif. What hath ſhe done prince that ci ſpoile our mothers. 4 
Troyl. Nothing at all vnleſſe that this were ſhe. 4 
Ther, Will a ſwagger himſelfe out on's owne eyes. 
Troyl. This ſhe, no this is Diomeds Creſſeida, 8 

If beauty haue a ſoule this is not ſnee: 

If ſoules guide vowes, if vowes be ſanctimonies, 

If ſanctimony be the gods delight: 

If there be rule in vnitie it ſelfe, 

This was not ſhee: O madneſſe of diſcourſe, 

That cauſe ſets vp with and againſt it ſelfe, 


By-fould 


WS wo „ HP IG OT RR P N . 

3 F TER En try CET a SR or I ts pt PI . . 

W Pla ou - a . mY " rod 9h * SY 5 3 r bo 1 2 { , 
5 S 2 1 8. 3 8 G 21 


TROYLUS AND. CRESsEID A. 


By - fould authority: where reaſon can reuolt 

Without perdition, and loſſe aſſume all reaſon, 

Without reuolt. This is and is not Creſſeid, 

Within my ſoule there doth conduce a fight 

Of this ſtrange nature, that a thing inſeparat, 

Diuides more wider then the ſkie and earth: 

And yet the ſpacious bredth of this diuiſion, 

Admits no orifex for a point as ſubtle, 

As Ariachna's broken woofe to enter, 

Inſtance, O inſtance ſtrong as Plutoes gates, 

Creſſeid is mine, tied with the bonds of heauen, 

Inſtance, O inſtance, ſtrong as heauen it ſelfe, 

The bonds of heauen are flipt, diſſolu'd and looſd, 

And with another knot finde fisper tied, 

The fractions of her faith, orts of her loue. 

The fragments, ſcraps, the bitts and greazie reliques, 

Of her ore- eaten faith, are given to Diomed. 
Vliſ. May worthy Troylus be halfe attached 

With that which heere his paſſion doth expreſſe? 
Troy. I Greeke, and that ſhall be divulged well 

In characters as red as Mars his heart 

Inflam'd with Venus: neuer did young man fancy 

With ſo eternall and fo fixt a ſoule. 

Harke Greeke, as much I do Creſſid loue, 

So much by waight, hate I her Diomed : 

That ſleeue is mine, that heele beare on his helme : : 

Were it a caſke compos'd by Vulcans {kill 

My ſword ſhould bite it : not the dreadfull ſpout 

Which ſhipmen do the hurricano call, 

Conſtring'd in maſſe by the almighty ſunne 


Shal dizzy with more clamour Neþtunes eare, in his diſcent, 


Then ſhall my prompted ſword, falling on Diomed. 
Thier. Heele ticle it for his concupie. 
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Troy. O Creſſid, O falſe Creſſid, falſe, falſe, falſe: 
Let all vntruthes ſtand by thy ſtained name, 
And theyle ſeeme glorious. 

Vliſ. O containe your ſelfe ; 
Your paſſion drawes eares hether. 
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Enter Eneas. 


Aene, I haue beene ſeeking you this houre my lord 
Hector by this is arming him in Tray: TE 
Aiax your guard ſtayes to conduct you home. 


8 beet 


Vliſ. Ile bring you to the gates. 
Troy. Accept diſtracted thankes. | 
Exeunt Troyl. Ravens a Vlies 
Ther. Would I could meete that roague Diomed I would 
croke like a rauen. I would bodey I would bode : Patroclus 
will give me any thing for the inteligence of this whore: the | 
parrot will not do more for an almond then he for a commo- * 
dious drab: lechery, lechery, ſtill warres and lechery, nothing 
elſe holds faſhion, A burning diuell take them. 


Troy. Haue with you prince: my curteous lord adiew, a 
Farewell reuolted faire: and Diomed þ 
Stand faſt, and weare a caſtle on thy head, N 


| Exit. 
Enter Hector and Andromache. 


And. When was my lord ſo much vngently temperd, 

To ſtop his eares againſt admoniſhme nit: 

Vnarme, vnarme, and do not fight to day. | 
Hef. You traine me to offend you, get you in, 

By all the everlaſting gods Ile go. 
And. My dreames will ſure p prooue ominous to the day. 
Hect. No more I ſay, 


Enter 


TRrOyYLUS AND. CRESSEIDA. 


Enter Caſſandra, 


Caſ. Where is my brother Heftor ? 

And. Here ſiſter, arm'd and bloody in intent, 
Conſort with me in lowd and deere petition, 

Purſue we him on knees : for I have dreamt 
Of bloudy turbulence, and this whole night 
Hath nothing beene but ſhapes and formes of ſlaughter, 

Caf]. O tis true. 

Hef. Ho? bid my trumpet found. 

Creſſ. No notes of ſallie for the heauens ſweete brother. 

Hef. Begon I ſay, the gods haue heard me ſweare. 

Caſ. The gods are deafe to hotte and peeuiſh vowes, 
T hey are polluted offrings more abhord, 

Then ſpotted livers in the ſacrifice. 

And. O be perſwaded, do not count it holy, 
It is the purpoſe that makes ſtrong the vow, 

But vowes to euery purpoſe muſt not oe. 
Vnarme ſweet Heclor. 

Hect. Hold you ſtill ] ſay, 
Mine honor keepes the weather of my fate: 
Life euery man holds deere, but the deere man, 
Holds honor farre more precious deere then life. 


* 


Enter Troylus. 


How now yong man, meaneſt thoy to fight to day. 
And. Caſſandra call my father to perſwade. 


Hef. No faith yong Troylus, doſfe thy harneſſe youth, 
I am to day ith' vaine of chiualrie, 
Let grow thy ſinews till their knots be ſtrong, 
And tempt not yet the bruſhes of the warre. 
Vnarme thee go, and doubt thou not braue boy, 
Ile ſtand to day for thee and me and Troy, 
112 


* — — — = 


Exit Caſſan. 
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Il | Troyl. Brother, you have a vice of mercy in you, 
fi Which better fits a lion then a man. 
it | Hector. What vice is that? good Troylus chide mee for it. 


Troyl. When many times the captiue Grecian falls, 
Euen in the fanne and winde of your faire ſword. 
You bid them rife and line, 

Hect. O tis faire play. 

Troyl. Fooles play by heauen HeFor. 

Hect. How now? how now? 

| Troyl. For th' loue of all the gods 

| Lets leave the hermit pitty with our mother, 
if! And when we haue our armors buckled on, 

j The venomd vengeance ride vpon our {words, 

| Spur them to ruthfull worke, raine them from ruth. 
| Hef. Fie ſauage, fie. 
| | Troy. Hector then *tis warres. 
ll | Hlect. Troylus I would not haue you fight to day. 
| Troyl. Who ſhould with-hold me ? 
1 Not fate, obedience, nor the hand of Mars, i 
| Beckning with fierie trunchion my retire, 
Not Priamus and Hecuba on knees, 
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(|| Their eyes ore-galled with recourſe of teares, 
| Nor you my brother, with your true {word drawne, 
if Oppoſd to hinder me, ſhould ſtop my way. 


Enter Priam and Caſſandra, 


Caſſ. Lay hold vpon him, Priam hold him faſt, 
He is thy crutch : now if thou looſe thy ſtay, _ 
ll Thou on him leaning, and all Trey on thee, 
[| Fall all together. 
ll Priam. Come Hector, come, go back, | 
i Thy wife hath dreamt, thy mother hath had viſions, 
ll Caſſandra doth foreſee, and I my ſelfe, 
ll | Am like a prophet ſuddenly enrapt, 


To 


TROYLUS AND CRESSEIDA. 


To tell thee that this day is ominous : 
Therefore come back. 
Hec. Aneas is a field, 
And I do ſtand, engagd to many Greekes, 
Euen in the faith of valour to appeare, 
This morning to them. 
Priam. I but thou ſhalt not goe. 
Hec. I muſt not breake my faith, 
You know me dutifull, therefore deere fir, 
Let me not ſhame reſpect, but giue me leaue 
To take that courſe by your conſent and voice, 
Which you do here forbid me royall Priam. 
Caſſ. O Priam yeeld not to him. 
And. Do not deere father. 
Hec. Andromache J am offended with you, 
Vpon the loue you beare me get you in. Exit Androm. 
Troy. This fooliſh dreaming ſuperſtitious girle, 
Makes all theſe bodements, 
Caf. O farewell deere Hector. 
Looke how thou dy'eſt looke how thy eye turnes pale, 
Looke how thy wounds do bleed at many vents, 
Harke how Troy roares, how Hecuba cries out, 
How poore Andromache ſhrils her dolours foorth, 
Behold deſtruction, frenzie, and amazement, 
Like witleſſe antiques one another meete, 
And all crie Hector, Hettors dead, O Hector. 
Treyl. Away, away. 
Caſ. Farewell, yet ſoft: Heclor I take my leaue, 
Thou do'ſt thy ſelfe and all our Troy deceaue ? 
Hee, You are amaz d my liege, at her exclaime, 
Goe in and.cheere the towne,, 
Weele forth and fight, 


Do deeds worth praiſe, and tell you them at night. 
o1 | 113 | Prigm. 
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Pri Farewell, the gods with ſafetie ſtand about thee, 5 
Alarum. 

7 3 They are at it harke, proud Diomed beleeue. 

I come to looſe my arme, or winne my ſleeve. | 


Enter Pandar. 


Pand. Do you heere my lord, do you heere. 

Troyl. What now ? 

Pand, Heer's a letter come from yond poore rl 

Troy, Let me read. 

Pand. A whorſon tiſick, a whorſon raſcally tiſick, ſo trou- 
bles me, and the fooliſh fortune of this girle, and what one 
thing, what another, that I ſhall leaue you one ath's dayes: 
and J haue a rheume in mine eyes too, and ſuch an ache in 
my bones, that vnleſſe a man were curſt I cannot tell wing” to 
thinke on't, What ſayes ſhe there? 

Tro. Words, words, meere words, no matter fro the heart, 
Th' effect doth operate another way. 

Go winde to winde, there turne and change together : 
My loue with words and errors ſtill fhe tcedes, 
But edifies another with her deedes. : Exrunt. 


Enter Therſites: excurſions. 


Therfi, Now they are clapper-clawing one another: Ile go 
| Jooke on, that diſſembling abhominable varlet Diomede, has 
got that ſame ſcuruie dooting fooliſh knaues ſleeue of Troy 
there in his helme. I would faine ſee them meete, that that 
ſame young Troyan aſſe that loues the whore there, might ſend 
that Greeki/ſh whore-maſterly villaine with the ſleeve, back to 
the diſſembling luxurious drabbe of a fleeue-leſſe arrant. Ath' 
tother ſide, the pollicie of theſe craftie ſwearing raſkalls; 
that ſtale old mouſe-eaten drye cheeſe Neſtor and that 
ſame dogge-foxe Vlifſes, is not proou'd worth a black-berry. 
They ſet mee vp in pollicie, that mongrill curre Aiax, againſt 

that 


Taovius AND CRESSEIDA, 


that dogge of as bad a kinde Achilles, And now is the curre 
ax, prouder then the curre Achilles, and will not arme to 
day. Where · vpon the Grecians began to proclaime barba- 
riſme, and pollicie growes into an ill opinion. Soft here comes 
ſleeue and tother, 

Troy. Flye not, for ſhouldſt thou take the river Stix, I 
would ſwim after. 

Diomed. Thou dooſt miſcall retire, 
I doe not flie, but aduantagious care, 
With-drew me from the ods of multitude, haue at thee ? 

Ther. Hold thy whore Grecian : now for thy whore Troian, 
Now the ſleeue, now the ſleeue. 


Enter Hector. 


| Hect. What art Greeke, art thou for He&ors match? 
Art thou of bloud and honour. 


Ther. No, no, I am a raſcall, a ſcuruy rayling knaue, a very 


filthy roague. 

Hect. I do beleeue thee, live. 

Ther. God a mercy, that thou wilt beleeue me, but a plague 
breake thy neck — for frighting me: whats become of the 
wenching roagues ? I thinke they haue ſwallowed one another. 
I would laugh at that miracle yet in in a ſort lechery eates it 


ſelfe, Ile ſeeke them. Exit. 
Enter Diomed and ſeruant. 


Dio. Goe go, my ſeruant take thou Troylus horſe, 
Preſent the faire ſteed to my lady Cre//id, 
Fellow commend my ſeruice to her beauty: 
Tell her I haue.chaſtis'd the amorous Troyan, 
And am her koight by proofe. | 


Enter Agamem, 


Nan. I goe my lord. 
114. Aga, 
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Aga. Renew, renew, the fierce Polidamat, 
Hath beate downe Menon : baſtard Margarelon, 
Hath Doreus priſoner, 
And ſtands Golofſus wile waning his bexme; 
Vpon the paſhed corſes of the kings: 
Epiftropus and Cedus, Polixines is ſlaine, 
Amphimacus and Thous deadly hurt, 
Patroclus tane or ſlaine, and Palamedes 
Sore hurt and bruiſed, the dreadfull Sagittary, 
Appalls our numbers, haſt we Diomed, 
To re-enforcement or we periſh all. 


Euter Neſtor. 


Neſt. Go beare Patreclus body to Achilles, 
And bid the ſnail-pac't Aiax arme for ſhame, 
There is a thouſand Hectors in the field : 
Now here he fights on Galathe his horſe, 

And there lacks worke, anon he's there a foote 
And there they flie or die, like ſcaling ſculls, 
Before the belching whale, then is he yonder : 
And there the ſtrawy Greekes ripe for his edge 
Fall downe before him like a mowers ſwath, 
Here, there and euery where, he leaues and takes, 
Dexterity ſo obaying appetite, 
That what he will he do's, and do's ſo much: 
That proofe is call'd impoſſibility, 

Enter Vliſſes. 


Vliſ. Oh courage, courage princes, great Achilles, 
Is arming, weeping, curſing, vowing vengeance, 
Patroclus wounds haue rouz'd his drowzy bloud, 
Together with his mangled Myrmidons © ae 
That noſeleſſe, handleſſe, hackt and chipt come to him. 
Crying on Heftor, Aiax hath loſt a friend, 
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And foames at mouth, and hee is armde and at it: 
Roaring for Troylus, who hath done to day, 5 
Madde and fantaſtique execution: 

Engaging and redeeming of himſelfe 

With ſuch a careleſſe force, and forceleſſe care, 
As if that luſt in very ſpight of cunning, bad him win all. 


| Enter Alax. 


Troylus, thou coward Troylus. Exit. 
Dio. I there, there? | 
Neſt. So, ſo, we draw together, 1 .- 
Enter Achilles. 


Achil. Where is this Hector? 
Come, come, thou boy-queller ſnew thy face, 
Know what it is to meete Achilles angry 
Hector wher's Hector? J will none but Hector. Exit. 


Enter Aiax. 


Troylus thou coward Troylus ſhew thy head. 
Enter Diom. 


Troylus 1 ſay wher's Troylus ? 

Aiax. What wouldſt thou. 

Diom, I would correct him. 

Aiax. Were I the generall thou ſhould haue my office, : 
Ere that correction ? Troylus I ſay what Troplus. 


Enter Troylus. 


Troy. Oh. traytor Diomed, turne thy falſe face thou craytor, 
And pay thy life thou oweſt me for my horſe. 

Dio. Ha art thou there ? 

Aix, Ile fight with him alone ſand Diemed, 

Diom. He is my prize, I will not looke vpon; 
« i | Troy. 


Strike not a ſtroke, but keepe yourſelues in breth, 


Tux HisTory or | 


Troy. Come both you copging Greekes have at you both, 
Hect. Yea Troylus, O well fought my yongeſt brother. 


Enter Achil. 


Now do I ſee thee ha, have at thee Hector. 
Hect. Pauſe if thou wilt, 
Achil. 1 do diſdaine thy curteſie proud 7 royan, 

Be happy that my armes are out of vſe: 

My reſt and negligence befriends thee now, 

But thou anon ſhalt here of me againe : | 

Till when go ſeeke thy fortune. | Exit. 
Hef. Fare thee well. 

I would haue beene much more a freſher man, 

Had I expected thee, how now my brother. 


Enter Troyl. 


Troy. Aiax hath tane Zneas ſhall it be, 
No by the flame of yonder glorious heauen 
He ſhall not carry him Ile be tane to, 
Or bring him off, fate here me what I ſay: 
I wreake not though I end my life to day. "Ext. 


Enter one in armour. 


Hef. Stand, ſtand thou Greeke, thou art a goodly marke, 
No ? wilt thou not, I like thy armor well, 
Ile fruſh it and vnlock the rivets all : 
But Ile be maiſter of it, wilt thou not beaſt abide, 
Why then flie on, Ile hunt thee for thy hide. Exit. 


Enter Achilles with Myrmidons, 


Come here about me you my Myrmidons, 
Marke what I ſay, attend me where I wheele : 


And when I haue the bloudy Hector found: 
Empale 
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Empale him with your weapons round about, 
In felleſt manner execut your armes 

Follow me firs and my proceedings eye. 

It is decreed Hector the great mult die. 


Exit. 
Enter Therſi. Mene. Paris. 


Ther. The cuck-old and the cuck-old-maker are at it, now 
bull, now dogge lowe, Paris lowe, now my double hen'd 
Spartan, lowe Paris, lowe the bull has the game, ware hornes 
ha ? Exit Paris and Menelus. 


Enter Baſtard. 


Baſt. Turne ſlave and fight, 

Ther. What are thou ? 

Baſt. A baſtard ſonne of Priams, 

Therſ. J am a baſtard too, I loue baſtards. I am baſtard 
begot, baſtard inſtructed, baſtard in minde, baſtard in valour, 
in euery thing illigitimate, one beare wil not bite another, 
and wherefore ſhould one baſtard ? take heed, the quarre!!s 
moſt ominous to vs, if the ſonne of a whore fight for a whore, 
he tempts indgement, farewell baſtard. | 

Baſt. The diuell take thee coward, Exil. 


Enter Hector. 


Hef. Moſt putrified core ſo faire without, 
Thy goodly armor thus hath colt thy lite ; 
Now is. my daies worke done Ile take my breth : 
. Reſt ſword thou haſt thy fill of bloud and death. 


Enter Achilles and Myrmidons. 


Achil. Loke Hector how the ſunne begins to ſet, 
How ougly night comes breathing at his heeles 
Euen with the vaile and darkning of the ſunne, 


To cloſe the day vp, He&ors life is done. | 
4 N . Hedct. 
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Hect. I am vnarm'd forgoe this vantage Greehe. 
Achil. Strike fellowes ſtrike, this is the man I ſeeke, 
So Illion fall thou next, come Troy ſinke downe, 
Here lies thy heart, thy ſinnewes and thy bone. 
On Myrmydons, and cry you all amaine, 
Achilles hath the mighty Hector ſlaine, | Retreat. 
Harke a retire vpon our Grecian prat. 
One. The Troyans trumpet ſound the like my lord. 
Achil. The dragon wing of night oreſpreds the earth, 
And ſtickler- lke the armies ſeparates. 
My halfe ſupt ſword that frankly would haue fedde, 
Pleas'd with this dainty baite, thus goes to bed: 
Come tie his body to my horſes taile, 
Along the field I will the Treyan traile. Exeunt. 


Enter 8 Aiax, Mene. Neſtor, Diom. od the reft 
marching, 


| Aga. Hark, harke, what is this? ? 

Nejt. Peace drums. 

Sould. within. Achilles, Achilles, Hectors flaine Achilles. 

\ Dio. The bruite is Hectors ſlaine and by Achilles. 

| Aiax. If it be ſo yet bragleſſe let it bee, 

{ Great Hector was as good a man as he. 

i Aga. March patiently along : let one bee ſent, 

| To pray Achilles ſee vs at our tent: 

q | If in his death the gods hane vs befriended. 

i Great Troy is om and our ſharpe wars are ended. 
Exeunt. 


Enter Eneas, Paris, Antenor, ate 
Ene. Stand ho? yet are we maſters of the Keld.- 


Enter Troylus.. 1 


Troy. Neuer go hams, here ſtarue we out the 1 
Hector is ſlaine. 


All. 
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g All. Hector! the gods forbid. 
| Troy, Hee's dead and at the murtherers horſes taile, 
In beſtly fort dragd through the ſhamefull feld: 
5 Frowne on you heauens, effect your rage with ſpeed, 
Sit gods vpon your thrones, and ſmile at Troy. 
I ſay at once, let your breefe plagues be mercy, 
And linger not our ſure deſtructions on. 
Ene. My lord you doe diſcomfort all the hoſt, 
Troy. You vnderſtand me not that tell me fo, 
I do not ſpeake of flight, of feare of death 
But dare all immynence that gods and men 
Addreſle their daungers in. Hector is gone: 
Who ſhall tell Priam ſo or Hecuba 7 omg 
Let him that will a ſcrich-ould aye be call'd, e 
Go into Troy and ſay their Hectors dead, 
There is a word will Priam turne to ſtone, 
Make wells and Niobe's of the maides and wiucs : 
E Could ſtatues of the youth and in a word, 
Scarre Troy out of it ſelfe, there is no more to ſay, 
E Stay yet you proud abhominable tents : 
Y Thus proudly pitcht vpon our Phrigian plaines, 
$ Let Tytan riſe as earely as he date, 
0 lle through and through you, and thou great ſiz'd coward, 
No ſpace on earth ſhall ſunder our two hates : 
Ile haunt thee like a wicked conſcience ſtill. 
That mouldeth goblins ſwift as frienzes thoughts, 
Strike a free march, to Troy with comfort goe 
Hope of reueng ſhall hide our inward woe. 


Enter Pandarus. 


Pan. But here you, here you. 
Troy. Hence broker, lacky, ignomyny, ſhame, 
Purſue thy life, and live aye with thy name. 
| Exeunt all but Pandarus. 


Pan. 


Taz Hrsrory or, &c. 


Pan. A goodly medicine for my aking bones, Oh world, 
world — thus is the poore agent deſpis'd, Oh traitors and 
bawds, how earneſtly are you ſet a worke, and how ill re. 
quited, why ſhould our endeuour bee ſo lon'd and the per- 
formance ſo loathed, what verſe for it ? What inſtance for it ? 
Let me ſee, 

Full merrily the humble bee doth ſing, 

Till he hath loft his hony and his ſting. 

And being once ſubdude in armed taile, 

Sweet hony, and ſweet notes together faile. 

Good traiders in the fleſh, ſet this in your painted cloaths, 
As many as be here of Pandars hall. 

ll. Your eyes halfe out weepe out at Pandars fall. 

l Or if you cannot weepe yet giue ſome grones, 

. Though not for me yet for my aking bones: 

' Brethren and ſiſters of the hold-ore trade, 

ii Some two monthes hence my will ſhall here be made, 
i It ſhould be now but that my feare is this, 

Some gauled gooſe of Wincheſter would hiſſe 

Till then Ile ſweat and ſeeke about for eaſes, 

[i And at that time bequeath you my diſcaſes. 
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& This is the firſt Edition of Romeo and JuLitT 
before 1t received the Alterations and Im- 
provements to be found in the Copy that | 
follows. Fl | 
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WO houſhold frends alike in dignitie, 
(In faire Verona, where we lay our Scene) 

From ciuill broyles broke into enmitie, 

Whoſe ciuill warre makes ciuill hands vncleane, 
From forth the fatall loynes of theſe two foes, 
A paire of ſtarre-croſt louers tooke their life: 
Whoſe miſaduentures, piteous ouerthrowes, 
(Through the continuing of their fathers ſtrife, 
And death-markt paſſage of their parents rage) 
Is now the two howres traffique of our ſtage. 
The which if you with patient eares attend, 
What here we want wee'l ſtudie to amend. 
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Enter 2. ſeruing- men of the Capolets. 


RE GORIE, of my word Ile carrie no coales. 

2 No, for if you doo, you ſhould be a collier. 
1 If I be in choler, Ile draw. 
2 Euer while you liue, draw your necke out 
of the the collar. 

1 I ſtrike quickly being moou' d. 

2 I, but you are not quickly mou'd to ſtrike. 

1 Dog of the houſe of the Mountagues moues me. 

2 To mooue is to ſtirre, and to bee valiant is to ſtand 
to it: therefore (of my word) if thou be mooud thou't runne 
away. 

1 There's not a man of them I mecte, but Ile take the 
wall of. 


2 That ſhewes thee a weakling, for the weakeſt goes to 


the wall. | 

1 Thats true, therefore Ile thruſt the men from the wall, 
and thruſt the maids to to the walls: nay, thou ſhalt fee I am 
a tall peece of fleſh. 

2 Tis well thou art not fiſh, for if thou wert thou wouldſt 


be but poore Iohn. 
A 3 1 Ile 
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1 Ile play the tyrant, Ile firſt begin with the maids, and 
off with their heads. 

2 The heads of the maids ? 

1 I the heades of their maides, or the maidenheades, take it 
in what ſence thou wilt. 

2 Nay let them take it in ſence that feele it, but heere 


comes two of the Mountagues. 


Enter two ſeruingmen of the Monntagues. 


1 Nay feare not me I warrant thee. 

2 I feare them no more than thee, but draw. 

1 Nay let vs haue the law on our ſide, let them begin firſt. 
Ile tell thee what Ile doo, as I goe by Ile bite my thumbe, 
which is diſgrace enough if they ſuffer it. 

2 Content, goe thou by and bite thy thumbe, and Ile 
come after and frowne. 

1 Moun. Doo you bite your thumbe at vs? 

1 I bite my thumbe. 

2 Moun, I but i'ſt at vs? 

1 I bite my thumbe, is the law on our ſide ? 

2. No. 

Il bite my thumbe. 
1 Moun, I but i'ſt at vs? 


Enter Beneuolio. 


2 Say I, here comes my maſters kinſman. 


They draw, to them enters Tybalt, they fight, to them the 
Prince, old Mountague, and his wife, old Capulet and his 
_ wife, and other citizens and part them. 


Prince. Rebellious ſubiects enemies to peace, 
On paine of torture, from thoſe bloody handes 
Throw your miſtempered weapons to the ground, 
Three ciuell brawles bred of an airie word, 
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By the old Capulet and Mountague, 
Haue thrice diſturbd the quiet of our ſtreets. 


If euer you diſturbe our ſtreets againe, 


Your lives ſhall pay the ranſome of your fault : 
For this time euery man depart in peace. 
Come Capulet come you along with me, 
And Mountague, come you this afternoone, 
To know our farther pleaſure in this caſe, 
To old free towne our common iudgement place, 
Once more on paine of death each man depart. Exeunt. 
M. wife, Who ſet this auncient quarrel firſt abroach ? 
Speake nephew, were you by when it began? 
Benuo. Here were the ſeruants of your aduerſaries, 
And yours cloſe fighting ere I did approch. 
Wife. Ah where is Romeo, ſaw you him to day ? 
Right glad I am he was not at this fray. 
Ben, Madame, an houre before the worſhipt ſunne 
Peept through the golden window of the eaſt, 
A troubled thought drew me from companie : 
Where vnderneath the groue ſicamoure 
That weſtward rooteth from the cities ſide, 
So early walking might I ſee your ſonne. 
I drew towards him, but he was ware of me, 
And drew into the thicket of the wood: 
I noting his affections by mine owne, 
That moſt are buſied when th' are moſt alone, 
Purſued my honor, not purſuing his. 
Moun. Black and portentious mult this honor proue, 
Valeſſe good counſaile doo the cauſe remooue, 
Ben. Why tell me Vncle do you know the cauſe ? 


Enter Romeo. 


Moun. I neyther know it nor can learne of him. 
Ben. See where he is, but ſtand you both aſide, 
Ve know his grieuance, or be much denied. 
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Mount. 1 would thou wert fo happie by thy ſtay 
To heare true ſhrift. Come madame lets away. 

Benuo. Good motrow coſen. 

Romeo. Is the day ſo young? 

Ben. But new ſtroke nine. 

Romeo. Ay me, ſad hopes ſeeme long, 
Was that my father that went hence ſo faſt ? 

Ben. It was, what ſorrow lengthens Romeos hours? 


Romeo. Not hauing that, which having makes them ſhort, 


Ren. In love. 

Romeo. Out. 

Ben. Of loue. 

Ro. Out of her fauour where I am in loue. 

Ben. Alas that loue ſo gentle in her view, 
Should be ſo tyrranous and rough in proofe. 

Ro. Alas that loue whoſe view is muffled ſtill, 
Should without lawes giue path-waies to our will: 
Where ſhall we dine ? Gods me, what fray was here ? 
Yet tell me not'for I haue heard it all, 

Heres much to doe with hate, but more with loue. 
Why then, O brawling loue, O louing hate, 

O anie thing, of nothing firſt create ! 

O heauie lightnes ſerious vanitie ! 

Miſhapen Caos of beſt ſeeming thinges, 

Feather of lead, bright ſmoke, cold fire, ſicke health, 
Still waking ſleepe, that is not what it is: 

This loue feele I, which feele no loue in this. 

Doeſt thou not laugh ? 

Ren. No coſe I rather weepe. 

Rom. Good hart at what ? 

Ben. At thy good hearts oppreſſion. 

Ko. Why ſuch is loves tranſgreſſion, 
Griefes of mine owne lie heauie at my hart, 
Which thou wouldſt propagate to haue them pr eſt 


With 
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With more of thine, this griefe that thou haſt ſhowne, 
Doth ad more griefe to too much of mine owne. 
Loue is a ſmoke raiſde with the fume of ſighes 
Being purgde, a fire ſparkling in louers eyes: 
Being vext, a fea raging with a loners tears. 
What is it elſe ? A madnes moſt diſcreet, 
A choking gall, and a preſeruing ſweet. Farewell coſe, 
Ben. Nay Ile goe along. 
And if you hinder me you doo me wrong. 
Ro. Tut I haue loſt my ſelfe I am not here, 
This is not Romeo, hee's ſome other where. 
Ben. Tell me in ſadnes whome ſhe is you loue ? 
Ro. What ſhall I grone and tell thee ? 
Ben. Why no, but ſadly tell me who. 
Ro. Bid a ſickman in ſadneſs make his will. 
Ah word ill vrgde to one that is ſo ill. 
In ſadnes coſen I doo loue a woman. 
Ben. I aimde fo right, when as you ſaid you lou'd. 
Ro. A right good mark-man, and ſhee's faire I loue. 
Ben. A right faire marke faire coſe is ſooneſt hit. 
Ro. But in that hit you miſſe, ſhee'le not be hit 
With Cupids arrow, ſhee hath Dianaes wit, 
And in ſtrong proofe of chaſtitie well arm'd : 
Gainſt Cupids childiſh bow ſhe lives vnharm'd, 
Shee'le not abide the ſiedge of louing tearmes, 
Nor ope her lap to faint ſeducing gold, 
Ah ſhe is rich in beautie, only poore, 
That when ſhe dies with beautie dies her ſtore. Excu. 


Enter Countie Paris, old Capulet. 


Of honorable reckoning are they both, 
And pittie tis they liue at ods fo long: 
But leaulng that, what ſay you to my ſute ? 


Capu, 
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Capu. What ſhould I ſay more than I ſaid before, 
My daughter is a ſtranger in the world, 
Shee hath not yet attainde to fourteene yeares: 
Let two more ſommers wither in their pride, 
Before ſhe can be thought fit for a bride. 
Paris. Younger than ſhe are happie mothers made. 
Cap. But too foone marde are theſe ſo early maried : 
But wooe her gentle Paris, get her heart, 
My word to her conſent is but a part. 
This night I hold an old accuſtom'd feaſt, 
Whereto I haue inuited many a gueſt, 
Such as I loue : yet you among the ſtore, 
One more moſt welcome makes the number more. 
At my poore houſe you ſhall behold this night, 
Earth treadding ſtars, that make darke heauen light : 
Such comfort as doo luſty youngmen feele, 


When well apparaild Aprill on the heele 


Of lumping winter treads, enen ſuch delights 
Amongſt freſh fæmale buds ſhall you this night 
Inherit at my houſe, heare all, all ſee, 

And like her molt, whoſe merite moſt ſhal be. 
Such amongſt view of many myne beeing one, 
May ſtand in number though in reckoning none. 


Enter Seruingmen. 


Where are you ſirra, goe trudge about 

Through faire Verona ſtreets, and ſeeke them out: 

Whoſe names are written here and to them ſay, 

My houſe and welcome at their pleaſure ſtay. Excunt. 
Ser. Seeke them out whoſe names are written here, and 

yet I knowe not who are written here: I mult to the learned 

to learne of them, that's as much to ſay, the taylor muſt 

meddle with his laſte, the ſhoomaker with his needle, the 

painter 
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painter with his nets, and the _ with his penſill, I muſt 
to the learned. 


Enter Benuolio and Romeo. 


Ben. Tut man one fire burnes out anothers burning, 
: One paine is leſſned with anothers anguiſh: 
FT | Turne backward, and be holp with backward turning, 
; One deſperate griefe cures with anothers languiſh. 
Take thou ſome new infection to thy eye, 
And the ranke poyſon of the old will die. 
Romeo. Your planton leafe is excellent for that. 
Ben. For what? 
Romeo. For your broken ſhin. 
Ben. Why Romeo art thou mad? 
Rom. Not mad, but bound more than a mad man is, 
Shut vp in priſon, kept without my foode, 
Whipt and tormented, and godden good fellow. 
Ser, Godgigoden, I pray fir can you read, 
Rom. I mine one fortune in my miſerie. 
Ser. Perhaps you haue learned it without booke : 
but I pray can you read any thing you ſee ? 
Rom. I if I know the letters and the language. 
Seru. Yee ſay honeſtly, reſt you merrie. | 
Rom. Stay fellow I can read. 


He reads the letter. 


Seigneur Martino and his wife and daughters, countie An- 
ſelme and his beauteous ſiſters, the ladie widdow of Vtruuio, 
1 ſeigneur Placentio, and his louelie neeces, Mercutio and his bro- 
g ther Valentine, mine vncle Capulet his wife and daughters, my 
; faire neece Roſaline and Liuia, ſcigneur Valentio and his coſen 
Tibalt, Lucio and the liuelie Hellena, 


A faire aſſembly, whether ſhould they come ? 
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Ser. Vp. | . N 

Ro. Whether to ſupper? 

Ser. To our houſe. 

Ro. Whoſe houle ? 

Ser. My maſters. 

Ro. Indeed I ſhould haue askt thee that before. 

Ser. Now Ile tel you without asking. My maſter is the 
great rich Capulet, and if you be not of the houſe of Meun- 
tagues, I pray come and cruſh a cup of wine. Reſt you 
merrie. 

Ben. At this ſame auncient feaſt of Capulets, 

Sups the faire Roſaline whom thou ſo loues : 
With all the admired beauties of Verona, 

Goe thither and with vnattainted eye, 
Compare her face with ſome that I ſhall ſhew, 


And I will make thee thinke thy ſwan a crow, 


Ro. When the deuout religion of mine eye 


| Maintaines ſuch falſhood, then turne teares to fire, 


And theſe who often drownde could neuer die, 

Tranſparent heretiques be burnt for liers 

One fairer than my loue, the all ſeeing ſonne 

Nere ſaw her match, ſince firſt the world begun. 
Ben. Tut you ſaw her faire none els being by, 

Her ſelfe poyſd with her ſelfe in either eye: 


But in that criſtall ſcales let there be waide, 


Your ladyes loue, againſt ſome other maide 


That I will ſhew you ſhining at this feaſt, 
And ſhe ſhall ſcant ſhew well that now ſeemes beſt. 


Rom. Ile goe along no ſuch ſight to be ſhowne, 


But to reioyce in ſplendor of mine owne. 


Enter 
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Enter capulets wife and Nurce. 


Wife. Nurce wher's my daughter call her forth to mee. 

Nurce. Now by my maiden head at twelue yeare old I 
bad her come, what lamb, what ladie bird, God forbid. Wher's 
this girle ? what Juliet. 


Enter luliet. 


Juliet. How now who cals ? 

Nurce. Your mother. 

Jul. Madame I am here, what is your will? 

. This is the matter. Nurſe giue leaue a while, we muſt 
talke in ſecret. Nurce come back again I haue remembred 
me, thou'ſe heare our counſaile. Thou knoweſt my daughters 


of a prettie age. 
Nurce. Faith I can tell her age unto an houre. 


Wife. Shee's not fourteene. 

Nurce. Ile lay fourteene of my teeth, and yet to my teene 
be it ſpoken, I have but foure, ſhee's not fourteene. How 
long is it now to Lammas-tide ? 

Wife. A fortnight aid odde days, 

Nurce. Euen or odde, of all dayes in the yeare come Lam- 
mas eue at night ſhall ſhe be fourteene. Suſan and ſhe God reſt 
all chriſtian ſoules were of an age, Well Szſan is with God, 


ſhe was too good for me: But as I ſaid on Lammas eue at 
night ſhall ſhe be. fourteene, that ſhall ſhee marie I remember 


it well. Tis ſince the earth- quake nowe eleauen yeares, and 
ſhe was weand I neuer ſhall forget it, of all the daies of the 
yeare vpon that day : for I had then laid wormewood: to my 
dug, fitting in the ſun vnder the done-houſe wall. My lord 
and you were then at Mantua, nay I do beare a braine: but 
as I ſaid, when it did taſt the wormwood on the nipple of 
my dug, and felt it bitter, pretty foole to ſee it teachie and fall 

out 


— —— * 
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I trow to bid me trudge, and ſince that time it is a leauen 
yeare: for then could Juliet ſtande high lone, nay by the 
roode, ſhee could haue wadled vp and downe, for euen the 
day before ſhee brake her brow, and then my huſband God 4 

| be with his ſoule, hee was a merrie man : doſt thou fall for- i 
lf ward Juliet ? thou wilt fall backward when thou haſt more 4 
li] wit: wilt thou not Juliet? and by my hollidam, the pretty 


| out with dugge. Shake quoth the doue-houſe twas no need 
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foole left crying and ſaid I. To ſee how a ieaſt ſhall come f 
about, I warrant you if I ſhould live a hundred yeare, I ne- F 
| ver ſhould forget it, wilt thou not Juliet? and by my troth 
lf ſhe ſtinted and cried I. 

tuliet. And tint thou too, I prethee nurce ſay I. 

Nurce. Well goe thy waies, God marke thee for his grace, 
thou wert the prettieſt babe that euer I nurſt, might I but 
live to ſee thee married once, I haue my wiſh. 

Wife. And that ſame marriage nurce, is the theame I meant 
to talke of: tell me Juliet, howe ſtand you affected to be 
married ? 

Jul. It is an honor that I dreame not off. 

Nurce. An honor! were not I thy onely nurce, I would ſay 
it thou hadſt ſuckt wiſedome from thy teat. 
it Wife. Well girle, the noble countie Paris ſeekes thee for his 
| wife. 
| Nurce. A man young ladie, ladie ſuch a man as all the world, 

[|| why he is a man of waxe, 

| Wife. Veronaes ſummer hath not ſuch a flower. 

_- Nurce. Nay he is a flower, in faith a very flower. 

|| Wife. Well Juliet, how like you of Paris loue. 

IF {uliet. Ile looke to like, if looking liking move, 
But no more deepe will I engage mine eye, 

Then your conſent giues ſtrength to make it flie. 


Enter 


or Romeo Aup lurtEr. 


Enter Clowne. 


Clowne. Maddam you are cald for, ſupper is readie, the 
nurce curſt in the pantrie, all thinges in extreamitie, make 
haſt for I muſt be gone to waite. 


Enter Maſters with Romeo and a Page. 


Ro, What ſhall this ſpeech bee ſpoke for our excuſe ? 
Or ſhall we on without apologie. 

Benuoleo, The dare is out of ſuch prolixitie, 
Weele haue no Cupid hudwinckt with a ſcarfe, 
Bearing a Tartars painted bow of lath, 

Scaring the ladies like a crow-keeper : 

Nor no without booke prologue faintly ſpoke 
After the prompter, for our entrance. 

But let them meaſure vs by what they will, 
Weele meaſure them a meaſure and be gone. 

Rom. A torch for me I am not for this aumbling, 
Beeing but heauie I will beare the light. 

Mer. Beleene me Romeo I muſt haue you daunce. 

Rom. Not I beleeue me you have dancing ſhooes 
With nimble ſoles, I haue a ſoule of lead 
So ſtakes me to the ground I cannot ſtirre. 

Mer. Giue me a caſe to put my viſage in, 


A viſor for a viſor, what care I 


What curious eye doth coate deformitie. 

Rem. Giue me a torch, let wantons light of hart 
Tickle the ſenceles ruſhes with their heeles : 
For I am prouerbd with a grandfire phraſe, 
Ile be a candleholder and looke on, 
The game was nere ſo faire and I am done. 

Mer. Tut dun's the mouſe, the cunſtable's old word, 
If thou beeſt dun, weele draw thee from the mire 
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Of this ſurreuerence loue wherein thou ſtickſt. 
Leaue this talke, we burne day light here. 

Rom. Nay thats not ſo. | 

Mer. I meane fir in delay, 
We burne our lights by night, like lnnpes by day, 
Take our good meaning for our judgement ſits 


Three times a day, ere once in her right wits. 


Rem. So we meane well by going to this maſke : 
But tis no wit to goe. 
Mer. Why Romes may one aſke ? 
Rom. 1 dreamt a dreame to night, 
Mer. And ſo did I. 
Rom. Why what was yours ? 
Mer. That dreamers often lie. 
Rom. In bed aſleepe while they doe dreame things true. 
Mer. Ah then I ſee queen Mab hath bin with you: 
Ben. Queen Mab whats ſhe ? 
She is the fairies midwife and doth come 
In ſhape no bigger than an aggat ſtone 
On the forefinger of a burgomaſter, 
Drawne with a teeme of little atomi, 
A thwart mens noſes when they lie aſleepe. 
Her waggon ſpokes are made of ſpinners webs, 
The couer, of the winges of graſhoppers, 
The traces are the moone-ſhine watrie beames, 
The collers crickets bones, the laſh of filmes, 
Her waggoner is a {mall gray coated flie 
Not halfe ſo big as is a little worme, 
Pickt from the laſie finger of a maide, 
And in this ſort ſhe gallops up and downe 
Through louers braines, and then they dreame of loue. 
O're courtiers knees : who ſtrait on curſies dreame 


O' re ladies lips, who dreame on kiſſes ſtrait : 


Which oft the angrie Mab with bliſters plagues, 


Becauſe 


— 
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| Becauſe their breathes with ſweet meats tainted are: 


Sometimes the gallops ore a la wers lap, 
And then dreames he of ſmelling out a ſute, 
And ſometime comes ſhe with a tithe pigs taile, 
Tickling a parſon's noſe that lies aſleepe, 
And then dreames he of another benefice : 
Sometimes ſhe gallops ore a ſouldiers noſe, 
And then dreames he of catting torraine throats, 
Of breaches ambuſcados, countermines, 
Of healthes fine fadome deepe, and then anon 
Drums in his eare : at which he ſtartes and wakes, 
And ſweares a praier or two and ſleepes againe. 
This is that Mab that makes maids lie on their backes, 
And proues them women of good cariage. 
This is the verie Mab that plats the manes of horſes in the night, 
And plats the Elfelocks in foule fluttiſh haire, 
Which once vatangled much misfortune breedes. 
Rom. Peace, peace, thou talkſt of nothing, 
Mer. True I talke of dreames, 
Which are the children of an idle braine, 


| Begot of nothing but vaine fantaſie, 


Which 1s as thinne a ſubſtance as the aire, 
And more inconſtant than the winde, 
Which wooes euen now the froſe bowels of the north, 
And being angred puffes away in haſte, 
Turning his tace to the dew-dropping ſouth. 
Ben. Come, come, this winde doth blow vs from ourſelues. 
Supper is done and we ſhall come too late. 
Ro. I feare too earlie, for my minde miſgines 
Some conſequence is hanging in the (lars, 
Which bitterly begins his fearefull date 
With this nights reuels, and expiers the terme 
Of a diſpiſed life, cloſde in this breaſt, | 
By ſome vntimelie forfet of vile death. 
VoL. IV. B But 
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But he that hath the ſteerage of my courſe 
Directs my ſaile, on luſtie gentlemen, 


Enter old Capulet with the ladies. 


9 CRATE _ ” — 


0 Capu. Welcome gentlemen, welcome gentlemen, 
Ladies that haue their toes vnplagud with corns 
Will haue about with you, ah ha my miſtreſſes, 
Which of you all will now refuſe to dance ? 
Shee that makes daintie, ſhee Ile ſweare hath corns. 
Am I come neere you now, welcome gentlemen, welcome, 
||| More lights you knaues, and turn theſe tables vp, 
And quench the fire the roome is growne too hote, 
Ah ſirra, this vnlookt for ſport comes well, 
Nay fit, nay fit, good coſen Capulet : 
For you and I are paſt our ſtanding dayes, 
ll! || How long is it ſince you and I were in a maſke ? 
0 Co/. By ladie fir tis thirtie yeares æt leaſt. 
| Cap. Tis not ſo much, tis not ſo much. 
|| Tis ſince the mariage of Lucentio, 
1 Come Pentecoſt as quicklie as it will, | 
"nt! Some fiue and twentie yeares, and then we maſkt. | 
| {| . Cof. Tis more, tis more, his ſonne is elder far. 
! Cap. Will you tell me that it cannot be ſo, 
| His ſonne was but a ward three yeares agoe, 
| „ Good youths J faith. Oh youth's a jolly thing. 
Rom. What ladie is that that doth inrich the hand 
Of yonder knight? O ſhee doth teach the torches to burne bright 
It ſeemes ſhe hangs upon the cheeke of night, 
Like a rich iewell in an Aethisþs eare, 
Beautie too rich for viſe, for earth too deare : 
So ſhines a ſnow- white ſwan trouping with crowes, | 
As this fair ladie ouer her fellowes ſhowes. 
The meaſure done, Ile watch her place of ſtand, 
And touching hers, make happie my rude hand, 
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Did my heart loue till now ? Forſweare it ſight, 
I neuer ſaw true beautie till this night. 

Tib. This by his voice ſhould be a Mountague, 
Fetch me my rapier boy, What dares the ſlaue 
Come hither couer'd with an anticke face, 

To ſcorne and icere at our ſolemnitie? 

Now by the ſtocke and honor of my kin, 

To ſtrike him dead I hold it for no ſin. 
Ca. Why how now coſen, wherefore ſtorm you ſo. 
Ti. Vncle this is a Mountague our foe, 

A villaine that is hether come in ſpight, 

To mocke at our ſolemnitie this night. 

Ca. Young Romeo is it not? 

Ti. It is that villaine Romeo. 

Ca. Let him alone, he beares him like a portly gentleman, 
And to ſpeake truth, Verona brags of him, 
As of a vertuous and well gouern'd youth : 
I would not for the wealth of all this towne, 
Here in my houſe doo him diſparagement : 
Therefore be quiet take no note of him, 
Beare a faire preſence, and put off theſe frownes, 
An ill beſeeming ſemblance for a feaſt. 

Ti. It fits when ſuch a villaine is a gueſt, 
Ile not indure him. 

Ca. He ſhal be indured, goe to I ſay, he ſhall, 
Am ] the maſter of the houſe or you? 

You'le not indure him? God ſhall mend my ſoule 
You'le make a mutenie amongſt my gueſts, 
Yow'le ſet cocke a hoope, you'le be the man, 

Ti, Vncle tis a ſhame. | 

Ca. Goe too, you are a ſaucie knaue. 


This tricke will ſcath you one day I know what. 


Well ſaid my hartes: be quiet: 
More light ye knaue, or I will make you quiet, 


B 2 Tibatt. 
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Tibalt. Patience perforce with wilfull choller meeting, 
Makes my fleſh tremble in their different greetings: 
I will withdraw, but this intruſion ſhall 
Now ſeeming ſweet, conuert to bitter. gall, 
Rom. If I prophane with my vaworthie hand, 
This holie ſhrine, the gentle finne is this : 
My lips two bluſhing pilgrims ready ſtand, 
To ſmooth the rough touch with a gentle kiſſe. 
juli. Good pilgrime you doe wrong your hand too much, 
Which mannerly deuotion ſhewes in this: 
For ſaints haue hands which holy palmers touch, 
And palme to palme is holy palmers kiſſe. 
Rom. Haue not faints lips, and holy palmers too? 
Tuli. Yes pilgrime lips that they muſt vſe in praier. 
Ro. Why then faire ſaint, let lips do what hands doo, 
They pray, yeeld thou, leaſt faith turne to deſpaire. 
Tu. Saints doe not mooue though: grant nor praier forſake. 
Ro. Then mooue not till my praiers effect I take. 
Thus from my lips, by yours my fin is purgde. 
Tu. Then haue my lips the fin that they haue tooke. 
Ro. Sinne from my lips, O treſpalle {ſweetly vrgde ! 
Giue me my ſinne againe. 
14. You kiſſe by the booke. 
Nurſe. Madame your mother calles. 
Rom. What is her mother ? 
Nurſe. Marrie batcheler her mother is the ladie of the 


houſe, and a good lady, and a wiſe, and a vertuous. I nurſt 


her daughter that you talkt withall, I tell you, he that can 
lay hold of her ſhall haue the chinkes. 
Rom. Is ſhe a Mountague ? Oh deare account, 
My life is my foes thrall. 
Ca. Nay gentlemen prepare not to be gone, 
We haue a trifling fooliſh banquet towards. 
They whiſper in his care. 
I pray 
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1 pray you let me intreat you. Is it fo ? 
Well then I thanke you honeſt gentlemen, 
I promiſe you bur for your compauy, 
I would haue bin a bed an houre agoe : 
Light to my chamber hoe. Exeunt. 
Jul. Nurſe, what is yonder gentleman ? 
Nur. The ſonne and heire of old Tiberio. 
1ul. Whats he that now is going out of dore ? 
Nur. That as I thinke is yong Petruchio. 
Jul. Whats he that followes there that would not dance ? 
Nur, I know not. 
Jul Goe learne his name, if he be maried, 
My graue is like to be my wedding bed. 
Nur. His name is Romeo and a Mountague, the onely ſonne 
of your great enemie. 
Jul. My onely loue ſprung from my onely hate, 
Too early ſeene vnknowne, and knowne too late: 
Prodigious birth of loue is this to me, 
That I ſhould love a loathed enemie. 
Nurſe.” Whats this? whats that? 
Iul. Nothing nurſe but a rime I learnt euen now of one I 
dancſt with. 
Nurſe, Come your mother ſtaies for you, Ile goe along with 
you. | Exeunt. 


Enter Romeo alone. 


Ro. Shall J goe forward and my heart is here? 
Turne backe dull earth and finde thy center out. 


Enter Benuolio Mercutio. 


* 
* 


Ben. Romeo, my coſen Romeo. 
Mer. Doeſt thou heare he is wiſe, 
Vpon my life he hath ſtolne him home to bed. 
B 3 Ben, 


1 


Tür MOST EXCELLENT TRACEPDIE 


Ben. He came this way, and leapt this orchard wall. 
Call good Mercutio. 

Mer. Call, nay Ile coniure too. 
Romeo, madman, humors, paſſion, liver, appeare thou in 
likenes of a ſigh : ſpeak but one rime and I am ſatisfied, cry 
but ay me. Pronounce but loue and doue, ſpeake to my goſſip 
Venus one faire word, one nick name for her purblinde ſonne 
and heire young Abraham : Cupid hee that ſhot ſo trim when 
young king Cophetua loued the begger wench. Hee heares 
me not. I coniure thee by Ro/alindes bright eye, high fore- 
head, and ſcarlet lip, her prettie foote, ſtraight leg, and quiner- 
ing thigh, and the demaines that there adiacent lie, that in 
thy lixeneſſe thou appeare to vs, 

Ben. If he doe heare thee thou wilt anger him. 

Mer. Tut this cannot anger him, marrie if one ſhuld raiſe 
a ſpirit in his miſtris circle of ſome ſtrange faſhion, making it 
there to ſtand till ſhe had laid it, and coniurde it downe, that 
were ſome ſpite. My inuocation is faire and honeſt, and in 
his miſtris name I coniure onely but to raiſe vp him. 

Ben. Well he hath hid himſelfe amongſt thoſe trees, 
To be conſorted with the humerous night, 
Blinde in his loue, and beſt befits the darke. 

Mer. If loue be blind, loue will not hit the marke, 
Now will he ſit vader a medler tree, 
And wiſh his miſtris were that kinde of fruite, 


As maides call medlers when they laugh alone. 


Ah Romeo that ſhe were, ah that ſhe were 

An open Et catera, thou a poprin peare. 

Romeo God night, il'e to my trundle bed: 

This field bed is too cold for mee. 

Come lets away, for tis but vaine, 

To ſeeke him here that meanes not to be found. 
Ro. He ieſts at ſcars that neuer felt a wound: 


But ſoft, what light forth yonder window breakes ? 
es It 
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It is the eaſt, and Juliet is the ſunne, 

Ariſe faire ſunne, and kill the enuious moone 

That is alreadie ſicke, and pale with griefe: 

That thou her maid, art far more faire than ſhe, 

Be not her maide ſince ſhe is enuious, 

Her veſtall liuerie is but pale and greene, 

And none but fooles doe weare it, caſt it off. 

She ſpeakes, but ſhe ſayes nothing. What of that? 
Her eye diſcourſeth, I will anſwere it. 

I am too bold, tis not to me ſhe ſpeakes, 

Two of the faireſt ſtarres in all the ſkies, 

Hauing ſome buſines, do entreat her eyes 

To twinckle in their ſpheares till they returne. 

What if her eyes were there, they in her head, 

The brightnes of her cheekes would ſhame thoſe ſtars : 
As day-light doth a lampe, her eyes in heauen, 
Would through the airie region ſtreame ſo bright, 
That birdes would ſing, and thinke it were not night. 
Oh now ſhe leanes her cheekes vpon her hand, 
Iwould I were the gloue to that ſame hand, 

That I might kiſſe that cheeke. 

Jul. Ay me. 

Rom, She ſpeakes, oh ſpeake againe bright angell : 
For thou art as glorious to this night beeing ouer my head, 
As is a winged meſſenger of heauen 
Vato the white vpturned woondring eyes, 

Of mortals that fall backe to gaze on him, 
When he beſtrides the laſie pacing cloudes, 
And ſailes vpon the boſome of the aire. 

Iul. Ah Romeo, Romeo, wherefore art thou Romes ? 
Denie thy father, and refuſe thy name, 

Or if thou wilt not be but ſworne my loue, 
And Il'e no longer be a Capulet. 


Rom. Shall I hcare more, or ſhall I ſpeake to this ? 
B 4 tut. 
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Jul. Tis but thy name that is mine enemie. 
Whats Mountague ? It is nor hand nor foote, 
Nor arme, nor face, nor any other part. 
Whats in a name ? That which we call a roſe, 
By any other name would {mell as ſweet : 
So Romeo would, were he not Romeo cald, 
Retaine the diuine perfection he owes : 
Without that title Romes part thy name, 
And for that name which is no part of thee, 
Take all I haue. 
Rom. 1 take thee at thy word, 
Call me but loue, and Il'e be new baptiſde, 
Henceforth I neuer will be R:meo. 
Iu. What man art thou, that thus beſkrind in night, 
Doeſt ſtumble on my counſaile ? 
Ro. By a name I know not how to tell thee, 
My name deare faint is hatefull to my lelfe, 
Becauſe it is an enemie to thee. 
Had Lit written I would teare the word. 
Iul. My eares haue not yet drunk a hundred words 
Of that tongues vtterance, yet I know the ſound : 
Art thou not Romeo and a Hountague? 
Rom. Neyther faire ſaint, if eyther thee diſpleaſe. 
Jul. How camſt thou hether, tell me and wherfore? 
The orchard walles are high and hard to clime, 
And the place death conſidering who thou art, 
It any of my kinſmen finde thee here. 
Ro. By loues light winges did I oreperch theſe wals, 
For ſtonie limits cannot hold loue out, 
And what loue can doo, that dares loue attempt, 
Therefore thy kinſmen are no let to me. 
Lal. If they doe finde thee they will murder thee. 
a5. Alas there lies more perrill in thine eyes, 


Then 
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Then twentie of their ſwords, looke thou but ſweete, 
And I am proofe againſt their enmitie, 
Jul. I would not for the world they ſhuld find thee here, 
Ro. I haue nights cloak to hide thee from their ſight, 
And but thou loue me let them finde me here : 
For life were better ended by iheir hate, 
Than death proroged wanting of thy loue. 
1ul. By whoſe directions foundſt thou out this place. 
Ro, By loue, who firſt did prompt me to enquire, 
I he gaue me counſaile and I lent him eyes. 
I am no pilot: yet wert thou as farre 
As that vaſt ſhore, waſht with the furtheſt ſea, 
I would aduenture for ſuch marchandiſe. 
Iul. Thou knowſt the maſke of night is on my face, 
Els would a maiden bluſh bepaint my cheeks : 
For that which thou haſte heard me ſpeake to night, 
Faine would I dwell on forme, faine faine denie, 
What I haue ſpoke : but farewell complements, 
Doeſt thou loue me? Nay I know thou wilt ſay I, 
And I will take thy word: but if thou ſwearſt, 
Thou maieſt proue falie: 
At louer periuries they ſay /oue ſmiles. 
Ah gentle Romeo, if thou loue pronounce it faithfully : 
Or if thou thinke I am too eaſely vonne, 
IVe frowne and ſay thee nay and be peruerſe, 
So thou wilt wooe : but els not for the world, 
In truth faire Mountague, I am too fond, 
And therefore thou maieſt thinke my hauiour light: 
But truſt me gentleman Ile proue more true, 
Than they that have more cunning to be ſtrange. 
I ſhould haue bin ſtrange I mult confeſſe, 
But that thou ouer - heardſt ere I was ware 
My true loues paſſion : therefore pardon me, 
Ang 
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| lh | And not impute this yeelding to light loue, 
100 Which the darke night hath ſo diſcouered. 
Ro. By yonder bleſſed moone I {weare, 
That tips with ſiluer all theſe fruit trees tops. 
104 ul. O ſweare not by the moone the vnconſtant moone, 
That monthlie changeth in her cireled orbe, 


ö | l | Leaft that thy loue proue organs variable, 
II Ro. Now by 
thi Iul. Nay doo not ſweare at all, 
[ | {ll Or if thou ſweare, ſweare by thy glorious ſelfe, 
l ll Which art the God of my idolatrie, 
| I's And Ile beleeue thee. 
1 | Ro. If my true harts loue 
100 ul. Sweare not at al, though I doo ioy in thee, 
I 9 I haue ſmall ioy in this contract to night, 
1 It is too raſh, too ſodaine, too vnaduiſde, 
| j | Too like the lightning that doth ceaſe to bee 
| 5 Ere one can ſay it lighrens, I heare ſome comming, 
| | Deare loue adew, ſweet Mountague be true, 
1 Stay but a little and Il'e come againe. | 
0 Ro. O bleſſed bleſſed night, I feare being night, 
| li All this is but a dreame I heare and lee, 
| i Too flattering true to be ſubſtantiall. | 
| I Iul. Three wordes goode Romeo and good night indeed. 
| Fl If that thy bent of loue be honourable ? | 
1 Thy purpoſe marriage, ſend me word to morrow 
By one that Il'e procure to come to thee : | 
lj Where and what time thou wilt performe that right, 
| And al my fortunes at thy foote Ile lay, 
| | And follow thee my lord through out the world. 
| Ro. Loue goes toward love like ſchoole boyes from their 
lf bookes, 
| But loue from love, to ſchoole with heauie lookes. 
| j | | Tul. 
ll 
| 
| 
I 
ll 
| 
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Jul. Romeo, Romeo, O for a falkners voice, 

To lure is taſſell gentle backe againe : 

Bondage is hoarſe and may not crie aloud, 

Els would I teare the caue where eccho lies 

And make her airie voice as hoarſe as mine, 

With repetition of my Romeos name. 

Romeo ? 

Ko. It is my ſoule that calles vpon my name, 

How ſiluer ſweet ſound louers tongues in night. 
Tul. Romeo ? | 


Ro. Madame. 
Tul, At what a clocke to morrow ſhall I ſend ? 
No. At the houre of nine. ; 


Iul. 1 will not faile, tis twentie yeares till then. 
Romeo I haue forgot why I did call thee backe. 
Rom. Let me ſtay here till you remember it. 
14]. IT ſhall forget to haue thee (till ſtaie here, 
Remembring how I loue thy companie. 
Rom. And Il'e ſtay ſtill to haue thee ſtill forget, 
Forgetting any other home but this. 
Iu. Tis almoſt morning I would haue thee gone, 
But yet no further then a wantons bird, 
Who lets it hop a little from her hand, 
Like a pore priſoner in his twiſted giues, 
And with a ſilke thred puls it backe againe, 
Too louing icalous of his libertie. 
Rom. Would I were thy bird. 
Iul. Sweet ſo would I, 
Yet I ſhould kill thee with much cherriſhing thee. 


Good night, good night, parting is ſuch ſweet ſorrow, 


That I ſhall ſay good night till it be morrow. 


Rom. Sleepe dwell vpon thine eyes, peace on thy breaſt, 


I would that I were ſleep and peace of ſweet to reſt. 
Now will I to my ghoſtly fathers cell, 
His help to crave, and my good hap to tell, 


| 
| 
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Enter frier Francis, 


Frier. The gray ey'd morne ſmiles on the frowning night, 
Checkring the eaſterne clouds with ſtreakes of light, 
And flecked darkenes like a drunkard reeles, 
From forth daies path, and Titans fierie wheeles : 
Now ere the ſunne aduance his burning eye, 
The world to cheare, and nights darke dew to drie. 
We muſt vp fill this oaſier cage of ours, 
With balefull weeds, and precious iuyced flowers, 
Oh mickle is the powerfull grace that lies 
In hearbes, plants, ſtones, and their true qualities : 
For nought ſo vile, that vile on earth doth liue, 
But to the earth ſome ſpeciall good doth giue : 
Nor nought ſo good, but ſtraind from that faire vſe, 
Reuolts to vice and ſtumbles on abuſe : 
Vertue it ſelfe turnes vice being miſapplied, 
And vice ſometimes by action dignified. 
Within the infant rinde of this ſmall flower, 
Poyſon hath reſidence, and medecine power : 
For this being ſmelt too, with that part cheares ech hart, 
Being taſted ſlales all ſences with the hart. 
Two ſuch oppoſed foes incampe them ſtill, 
In man as well as herbes, grace and rude will, 
And where the worſer is predominant, 
Full ſoone the canker death eats vp that plant. 

Rom. Good morrow to my ghoſtly confeſſor. 

Fri. Benedicite, what earlie tongue ſo ſoone ſaluteth me ? 
Yong ſonne it argues a diſtempered head, 
So ſoone to bid good morrow to my bed. 
Care keepes his watch in euerie old mans eye, 
And where care lodgeth, ſleep can neuer lie: 
But where vnbruſed youth with vnſtuft braines 
Doth couch his limmes, there golden ſleepe remaines : = 
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Therefore thy earlines doth me aſſure, 
Thou art vprowſ'd by ſome diſtemperature. 
Or if not ſo, then here hit it right 
Our Nemeo hath not bin a bed to night. 
Ro. The laſt was true, the ſweeter reſt was mine, 
Fr. God pardon ſin, wert thou with Ro/aline ? 
Ro. With Roſaline my ghoſtly father no, 
I haue forgot that name, and that names woe, 
Fri. Thats my good ſonne: but where haſt thou bin then? 
Ro. I tell thee ere thon aſke it me againe, 
I haue bin feaſting with mine enemie : 
Where on the ſodaine one hath wounded mee 
Thats by me wounded, both our remedies 
With in thy help and holy phiſicke lies, 
I beare no hatred bleſſed man: for loe 
My interceſſion likewiſe ſteades my foe. 
Frier. Be plaine my ſonne and homely in thy drift, 
Ridling confeſſion findes but ridling ſhrift. 
Rom. Then plainely know my harts deare loue is ſet 
On the faire daughter of rich Capulet : 
As mine on hers, ſo hers likewiſe on mine, 
And all combind, ſaue what thou muſt combine 
By holy marriage : where, and when, and how, 
We met, we woo'd, and made exchange of vowes, 
IFe tell thee as I paſſe : but this I pray, 
That thou conſent to marrie vs to day. 
Fri. Holy S. Francis, what a change is here? 
Is Rqſaline whome thou didſt loue ſo deare 
So ſoone forſooke, lo yong mens loue then lies 
Not truelie in their harts, but in their eyes. 
tefu Maria, what a deale of brine 
Hath waſht thy fallow cheekes, for Roſaline ? 
How much falt water caſt away in waſte, 
To ſeaſon loue, that of loue doth not taſte, | 
The 
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1 The ſunne not yet thy ſighes from heauen cleares, 
| Thy old grones ring yet in my ancient eares, 

And loe vpon thy cheeke the ſtaine doth ſit, 

| Of an old teare that is not waſht off yet. 

| If ever thou wert thus, and theſe woes thine, 


1 
Thou and theſe woes were all for Ro/aline, 1 
| And art thou changde, pronounce this ſentence then ? 
Women may fal, when ther's no ſtrength in men, | ; 
| Rom. Thou chidſt me oft for louing Re/aline. : 
Fr. For doating, not for loving, pupill mine, : 
| Nom. And badſt me burie loue. ; 
| Fr. Not in a graue, 
| To lay one in another out to have. 5 
Rom. 1 pree thee chide not, ſhe whom I love nowẽ- : 
| Doth grace for grace, and loue for loue allow: | 
| The other did not ſo. 4 
Fr. Oh ſhe knew well 1 
Thy loue did read by rote, and could not ſpell. . 


But come young wauerer, come goe with mee, 
In one reſpect Ile thy aſſiſtant bee: 

For this alliaunce may ſo happie proue, | 
To turne your houſholds rancour to pure lone. Exeunt, 1 


Enter Mercutio, Benuolio. 


Mer. Why whats become of Romeo ? came he not home to 
night? | 

Ben. Not to his fathers, I ſpake with his man. : 

Mer. Ah that ſame pale hard hearted wench, that Re/aline, 2 
Torments him ſo, that he will ſure run mad. 4 
Mer. Tybalt, the kinſman of olde Capolet 
Hath ſent a letter to his fathers houſe : 
Some challenge on my life. 

Ben. Romeo will anſwere it. 
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Mer. I, anie man that can write may anſwere a letter. 

Ben. Nay he will anſwere the letters maſter if hee bee chal- 
jenged. 

Mer. Who, Romeo ? why he is alreadie dead: ſtabd with a 
white wenches blacke eye, ſhot thorough the eare with a loue 
ſong, the verie pinne of his heart cleft with the blinde bow- 
boyes but - ſnaft. And is he a man to encounter Tybalt : ? 

Ben. Why what is Tybalt ? 

Mer. More than the prince of cattes I can tell you. Oh he 
is the couragious captaine of complements. Catſo, he fightes 
as you ſing pricke-· ſong, keepes time dyſtance and proportion, 
reſts me his minum reſt one two and the thirde in your boſome, 
the very butcher of a ſilken button, a duelliſt a duelliſt, a gen- 
tleman of the very firſt houſe of the firſt and ſecond cauſe, ah 
the immortall paſſado, the punto reuerſo, the hay. 

Ben. The what? 

Me. The poxe of ſuch limping 8 affecting fantaſti- 
coes theſe new tuners of accents. By Jeſu a very good blade, 
a very tall man, a very good whoore. Why graundſir is not 
this a miſerable caſe that we ſhould be ſtil afflicted with theſe 
ftrange flies : theſe faſhionmongers, theſe pardonmees, that 
ſtand ſo much on the new forme, that they cannot ſitte at 

caſe on the old bench. Oh their bones, hey bones. 

Ben. Heere comes Romeo. 

Mer. Without his roe, like a dryed hering. O fleſh fleſh 
how art thou fiſhified. Sirra now is he for the numbers that 
Petrarch flowdin : Laura to his lady was but a kitchin drudg, 
yet ſhe had a better loue to berime her: Dido a dowdy Cleopa- 
tra a gypſie, Hero and Helen hildings and harletries : Thiſtze 
a gray eye or ſo, but not to the purpoſe. Signior Romeo bon 
iour, there is a French curteſie to your French flop: yee gaue 
vs the counterfeit fairely yeſternight. 

Rom, What counterfeit I pray you ? 


Me, The lip the ſlip, can you not conceiue ? 
Kom. 
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Rom. I cry you mercy my buſines was great, and in ſuch a 
caſe as mine, a man may ſtraine curteſie. 

Mer. Oh thats as much to ſay as ſuch a caſe as yours wil 
conſtraine a man to bow in the hams. 

Rem. A molt curteous expoſition. 

Mer. Why I am the very pinke of curteſie. 

Rom. Pinke for flower ? 

Mer. Right. 

Rom. Then is my pumpe well flour'd : 

Mer. Well ſaid, follow me nowe that ieſt till thou haſt worne 
out thy pumpe, that when the ſingle ſole of it is worn the ieſt 
may remaine after the wearing ſolie ſinguler. 

Rem. O ſingle ſoald ieft ſolie ſinguler for the ſinglenes. 

Me. Come between vs good Benuolio, for my wits faile. 

Rom. Swits and ſpurres, {wits and ſpurres, or Ile cry a 
match. 

Mer. Nay if thy wits runne the wildgooſe chaſe, I haue 
done: for I am ſure thou haſt more of the gooſe in one of 
thy wits, than J have in al my five : was I with you there for 
the, goole ? 

Rom. Thou wert never with me for any thing, when thou 
wert not with me for the gooſe. 

Me. Ile bite thee by the care for that ieft, 

Rim. Nay good gooſe bite not. 

Mer. Why thy wit is a bitter ſweeting, a moſt ſharp ſauce 

Rom. And was it not well ſeru'd in to a {ſweet gooſe ? 

Mer. Oh heere is a witte of Cheuerell that ſtretcheth from 
an ynch narrow to an ell broad, 

Ream. I ſtretcht it out tor the word broad, which added to 
the gooſe, proues thee faire and wide a broad gooſe. 

Mer. Why is not this better now than groning for loue ? 
why now art thou ſociable, now art thou thy ſelfe, nowe art 
thou what thou art, as wel by arte as nature.“ This driueling 

| louz 
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joue is like a great naturall, that runs vp and downe to hide 
his bable in a hole. 


Ben. Stop there. 

Me. Why thou would haue me ſtopp my tale againſt the 
haire. 

Ben. Thou wouldſt haue made thy tale too long? 

Mer. Tut man thou art deccined, I meant to make it ſhort, 
for I was come to the whole depth of my tale? and meant in- 
deed to occupie the argument no longer. 

Rom. Heers goodly geere. 


Enter Nurſe and her man. 


Mer. A faile, a ſaile, a faile. 

Ben. Two, two, a ſhirt and a ſmocke. 

Nur. Peter, pree thee giue me my fan. 

Mer. Pree thee doo good Peter, to hide her face : 
for her fanne is the fairer of the two. 

Nur. God ye good morrow gentlemen. 

Mer. God ye good den faire gentlewoman. 

Nur. Is it godye gooden I pray you. 

Mer. Tis no leſſe T aſſure you, for the baudie hand of the 
diall is enen now vpon the pricke of noone. 

Nur. Fie, what a man is this ? 


Rom, A gentleman nurſe, that God hath mace for himſelfe 
to marre. 

Nur. By my troth well ſaid : for himſclfe to marre quoth 
he? I pray you can anie of you tell where one maie finde yong 
Romeo ? 

Rom. I can: but yong Names will bee elder when you haue 
found him, than he was when you ſonght him. I am the 
yongeſt of that name for fault of a worſe. 

Nur. Well faid. 

Mer. Yea, is the worſt well ? mas well noted, wiſely, wiſely. 


Nur. If you be he fir, I deſire ſome conference with ye. 
VoL. IV, C Ben, 
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Ben. O, belike ſhe meanes to invite him to ſupper. 

Mer. So ho. A baud, a baud, a baud. 

Rom. Why what haſt found man ? 

Mer. No hare fr, vnleſſe it be a hare in a lenten pye, that 
is ſomewhat ſtale and hoare ere it be eaten. | 


He walkes by them, and ſings. 


And an olde hare hore, and an olde hare hore 
Is verie good meate in Lent : 

But a hare thats hoare is too much for a ſcore, 
If it hore ere it be ſpent. 


Youl come to your fathers to ſupper ? 
Rom. I will. 
Mer. Farewell ancient ladie, farewell ſweete ladie. 
Excunt Benuolio, Mercutio. 


Nur. Marry farewell. Pray what ſaucie merchant was this 
that was ſo full of his roperipe? | 

Rom. A gentleman nurſe that loues to hear himſelfe talke, 
and will ſpeake more in an houre than hee will ſtand to in a 
month, 

Nur. If he ſtand to anie thing againſt mee, Ile take him 
downe if he were luſtier than he is: if I cannot take him 
downe, Ile finde them that ſhall : I am none of his flurtgills, I 
I am none of his ſkaines mates. 


She turnes to Peter her man. 


And thou like a knaue muſt ſtand by, and ſee euerie iacke vſe 
me at his pleaſure. ; 

Pet. I ſee nobodie viſe you at his pleaſure, if I had, I 
would ſoone haue drawen : you know my toole is as ſoone out 
as anothers if I ſce time and place. | 

Nur. Now afore God he hath ſo vext me, that euerie member 
about me quiuers: ſcuruie jacke. But as I ſaid, my ladie bad 

me 
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me ſeeke ye out, and what ſhee bad me tell yee, that Ile keepe 
to my ſelfe: but if you ſhould lead her into a fooles paradice 
as they ſaye, it were a verie groſſe kinde of behauiour as they 
ſay, for the gentlewoman is yong. Now if you ſhould deale 
doubly with her, it were verie weake dealing, and not to be 
offered to anie gentlewoman. 
Rim. Nurſe, commend me to thy ladie, tell her I protelt. 
Nur. Good heart: yfaith Ile tell her ſo : oh ſhe will be a 
ioyfull woman. 
Rom. Why, what wilt thou tell her? 
Nur. That you doo proteſt : which (as I take it) is a gen- 
tlemanlike proffer. 
Rom. Bid her get leaue to morrow morning 
To come to ſhrift to frier Laurence cell: 
And ſtay thou nurſe behinde the abbey wall, 
My man ſhall come to thee, and bring along 
The cordes, made like a tackled ſtaire, 
Which to the high top-gallant of my ioy 
Muſt be my conduct in the ſecret night. 
Hold, take that for thy paines. 
Nur. No, not a penie truly. 
Rom. I ſay you ſhall not chuſe. 
Nur. Well, to morrow morning ſhe ſhall not faile, 
Kom. Farewell, be truſtie, and Ile quite thy paine. Exit. 
Nur. Peter, take my fanne, and goe before, Ex, emnes, 


Enter Iuliet, 


Ful. The clocke ſtroke nine when I did ſend my nurſſe 
In halfe an houre ſhe promiſt to returne. 
Perhaps ſhe cannot finde him. Thats not ſo. 
Oh ſhe is lazie, loues heralds ſhould be thoughts, 
And runne more ſwift, than haſtie powder fierd, 
Doth hurrie from the fearfull cannons mouth. 
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Enter Nurſe, 


Oh now ſhe comes. Tell me gentle nurſe, 


What ſayes my loue? 

Nur. Oh I am wearie, let mee reſt a while. Lord how my 
bones axe. Oh wheres my man? Giue me ſome aqua vitæ. 

Iul. J would thou hadſt my bones, and I thy newes. 

Nur, Fie, what a iaunt haue I had : and my backe a tother 
ſide. Lord, Lord, what a caſe am I in. 

Jul. But tell me ſwee: nurſe, what ſayes Romeo? 

Nur. Romeo, nay, alas you cannot chuſe a man. Hees no 
bodie, he is not the flower of curteſie, he is not a proper man: 
and for a hand, anda foote, and a baudie, wel go thy way 
wench, thou haſt it ifaith. Lord, Lord, how my head 
beates ? 

Iul. What of all this? tell me what ſayes he to our ma- 
riage ? | 

Nur. Marry he ſayes like an honeſt gentleman, and a kinde, 
and I warrant a vertuous : wheres your mother ? 

Iul. Lord, Lord, how odly thou replieſt ? He ſaies like a 
kinde gentleman, and an honeſt, and a vertuous ; wheres your 
mother, 

Nur. Marry come vp, cannot you ſtay a while ? is this the 
poulteſſe for mine aking boanes ? next arrant youl haue done, 
euen doot your ſelfe, | 

Tul. Nay ſtay ſweet nurſe, I doo intreate thee now, 

What ſayes my loue, my lord, my Romeo, 

Nur. Goe, hye you ſtraight to frier Laurence cell, 
And frame a ſcuſe that you muſt goe to ſhrift: 
There ſtayes a bridegroome to make you a bride. 
Now comes the wanton blood vp in your cheekes, 


J muſt prouide a ladder made of cordes, 


With which your lord mult clime a birdes neſt ſoone. 
I muſt 
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I muſt take paines to further your delight, 
But you mult beare the burden ſoone at night. 


Doth this newes pleaſe you now ? 
Iul. How doth her latter words revine my hart. 


Thankes gentle nurſe, diſpatch thy buſinss, 
And Ile not faile to meete my Romeo. | Exeunt. 


Enter Romeo, Frier. 


Rom. Now father Laurence, in thy holy grant 
Conſiſts the good of me and Juliet. 

Fr. Without more words I will doo all I may, 
To make you happie if in me it lye. 

Rom. This morning here ſhe pointed we mould meet, 
And conſumate thoſe neuer parting bands, 
Witnes of our harts loue by ioyning hands, 
And come ſhe will. 

Fr. ] geſſe ſhe will indeed, 
Youths loue is quicke, ſwifter than ſwifteſt ſpegd. 


Enter Iuliet ſomewhat faſt, and embraceth Romeo. 


See Where ſhe comes. 
So light of toote nere hurts the troden flower : 
Of loue and ioy, ſee ſee the ſoueraigne power. 

ſul. Romeg. | 

Rem. My Juliet welcome. As doo waking eyes 
(Cloaſd in nights myſts) attend the frolicke day, 
So Romeo hath expected _ 
And thou art come. 

Jul. 1 am (if I be day) 

Come to my ſunne: ſhine foorth, and make me faire. 

Nom. All beauteous fairnes dwelleth in thine eyes. 

Iul. Romeo from thine all brightnes doth ariſe. 

Fr. Come wantons, come, the ſtealing houres do paſſe 
Defer imbracements till ſome fitter time, 
| C3 Part 
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Part for a while, you ſhall not be alone, 
Till holy church haue ioynd ye both in one. 
Nom. Lead holy father, all delay ſeemes long. 
Jul. Make haſt, make haſt, this lingring doth vs wrong. 
Fr. O, ſoft and faire makes ſweeteſt worke they ſay. 
Haſt is a common hindrer in croſſe way. Exeunt omnes. 


Enter Benuolio, Mercutio. 


Ben. I pree thee good Mercutis lets retire, 
The day is hot, the Capels are abroad. 

Mer. Thou art like one of thoſe, that when hee comes m- 
to the confines of a tauerne, claps me his rapier on the boord, 
and fayes, God ſend me no need of thee: and by the operation 
of the next cup of wine, he drawes it on the drawr, when in 
deed there is no need. 

Ben. Am I like ſuch a one? 

Mer. Go too, thou art as hot a iacke being mooude, and 
as ſoone monude to be moodie, and as ſoone moodie to be 
mooud, | 

Ben, And what too ? 

Mer. Nay, and there were two ſuch, wee ſhould haue none 
ſhortly. Didſt not thou fall out with a man for cracking of 
nuts, hauing no other reaſon, but becauſe thou hadſt haſill 
eyes? what eye but ſuch an eye would haue pickt out ſuch a 
quarrell ? With another for coughing, becauſe hee wakd thy 
dogge that lay a ſleepe in the ſunne ? With a taylor for wear- 


ing his new dublet before Eaſter : and with another for tying 


his new ſhoes with olde ribands. And yet thou wilt forbid 
me of quarrelling. | 
Ben. By my head heere comes a Capolet. 


Enter Tybalt, 


Mer. By my heele I care not. 
Tyb. Gentlemen a word with one of you. 
| Aſer. 


or Romeo anD ITuilierT. 


Mer. But one word with one of vs ? You had beſt couple it 
with ſomewhat, and make it a word and a blow. 

Tyb. I am apt enough to that if I haue occaſion. 

Mer. Could you not take occaſion ? 

Tyb. Mercutio thou conſorts with Remes? 

Mer. Conſort, zwounes conſort ? the ſlaue wil make fid- 
lers of vs. If you doe firra, look for nothing but diſcord: 
For heeres my fiddle-ſticke. 


Enter Romeo, 


Tyb. Well peace be with you, heere comes my man. 

Mer. But Ile be hanged it he weare your lyuery: mary go 
before into the field, and he may be your follower, ſo in that 
ſence your worſhip may call him man. 

Tyb. Romeo the hate I beare to thee can affoord no better 
words then theſe, thou art a villaine. 

Rom. Tybalt the loue I beare to thee, doth excuſe the ap- 
pertaining rage to ſuch a word : villaine am I none, therfore 
] well perceive thou knowſt me not. 

_ Tyb. Bace boy this cannot ſcrue thy turne, and therefore 
drawe. 

Ro. I doe proteſt I neuer iniured thee, but loue thee bet- 
ter than thou canſt deuiſe, till thou ſhalt know the reaſon of 


my loue. | 
Mer. O diſhonorable vile ſubmiſſion. Allaſiockads caries it 


away. You ratcatcher, come backe, come backe. 

Tyb. What wouldeſt with me ? 

Mer. Nothing king of cates, but borrow one of your nine 
lives, therefore come drawe your rapier out of your ſcabard, 
leaſt mine be about your eares cre you be aware. 

Rem. Stay Tibalt, hould Mercutis: Benuolis beate downe 
their weapons, 


C 4 Tibalt 
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Tibalt vnder Romeos arme thruſts Mercutio, in and flyes. 


Mer. Is he gone, hath hee nothing? A poxe on your houſes, 

Rom. What art thou hurt man, the wound is not dcepe. 

Mer. Noe not ſo deepe as a well, nor ſo wide as a barne 
doore, but it will ſerue I warrant. What meant you to come 
betweene vs ? I was hurt vnder your arme. 

Rom. I did all for the beſt. 


Mer. A poxe of your houſes, I am fairely dreſt. Sirra goe 
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ö fetch me a ſurgeon. | 
Boy. I goe my lord. | 
| Mer. 1 am pepperd for this world, I am ſped ah, he | 
| hath made wormes meate of me, and ye aſke for me to mor- 


row you ſhall find me a graue- man. A poxe of your houſes, 
I ſhall be fairely mounted vpon foure-mens ſhoulders : For 
your houſe of the Mauntegucs and the Capolets : and then 
ſome peaſantly rogue, ſome ſexton, ſome baſe ſlaue ſhall write 
my epitapth, that Tybalt came and broke the princes lawes, and 
Mercutio was ſlaine for the firſt and ſecond cauſe. Wher's 
the ſurgeon ? 

Boy. Hee's come fir, 

Mer. Now heele keepe a mumbling in my guts on the other 
fide, come Benuolio, lend me thy hand: a poxe of your 
houſes. EY Exeunt. 

Rom This gentleman the princes neere alie. 

My very friend hath tane this mortall wound 
In my bchalfe, my reputation ſtaind 

With Tibalts ſlaunder, Tybalt that an houre 
Hath beene my kinſman. Ah Juliet 

Thy beautie makes me thus effeminate, 

And in my temper ſoftens valors ſteele. 


Enter 
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Enter Benuolio. 


Ben, Ah Romeo Romeo braue Mercutis is dead, 
That gallant ſpirit hath aſpir'd the cloudes, 
Which too vntimely ſcornd the lowly earth. 

Rom. This daies black fate, on more daies doth depend 
This but begins what other dayes mult end. 


Enter Tibalt. 


Ben. Heere comes the furious Tibalt backe againe. 
Rom. A live in tryumph and Mercutio ſlaine ? 

Away to heauen reſpectiue lenity: 

And fier eyed fury be my conduct now. 

Now Tibalt take the villaine backe againe, 

Which late thou gau'ſt me: for Mercutios ſoule, 

Is but a little way abone the cloudes, 

And ſtaies for thine to beare him company. 

Or thou, or I, or both ſhall follow him. 


Fight, Tibalt falles, 
Ben. Romeo away, thou ſeeſt that Tibalt's llaine, 
The citizens approach, away, begone 
Thou wilt be taken. 
Rom. Ah I am fortunes ſlaue. Exeunt. 


E nter Citizens. 


Watch, Wher's he that aue Mercut io, Tybalt that villaine ? 
Ben. There is that Tybalt. 


Match. Vp ſirra goe with vs. 


Enter Prince, Capolets wife. 


Pry. Where be the vile beginners of this fray 2 
Ben. Ah noble prince I can diſcouer all 
The moſt vnlucky mannage of this brawle. 


Heere 
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Heere lyes the man ſlaine by yong Romeo, 
That flew thy kinſman braue Mercutio, 

M. Tibalt, Tybalt, O my brothers child, 
Vnhappie ſight ? Ah the blood is ſpilt 
Of my deare kinſman, prince as thou art true : 
For blood of ours, ſhed bloud of Mountagew. 

Pry. Speake Benuolio who began this fray ? 

Ben. Tibalt heere ſlaine whom Romeos hand did ſlay, 
Romeo who ſpake him fayre bid him bethinke 
How nice the quarrell was. 

But Tibalt ſtill perſiſting in his wrong, 

The ſtout Mercutio drewe to calme the ſtorme, 
Which Romeo ſeeing cal'd ſtay gentlemen, 

And on mecry'd, who drew to part their ſtrife, 
And with his agill arme young Romeo, 

As faſt as tung cryde peace, ſought peace to make. 
While they were enterchanging thruſts and blows, 
Vnder yong Remeos laboring arme to part, 

The furious Tybalt caſt an enuious thruſt, 

That rid the life of ſtout Mercutio. 

With that he fled, but preſently return'd, 

And with his rapier braued Romeo : 

That had but newly entertain'd reuenge, 

And ere I could draw forth my rapyer 

To part their furie, downe did Y halt fall, 7 
And this way Romeo fled. 

Mo. He is a Mountagew and ſpeakes partiall, 
Some twentie of them fought in this blacke ſtrife : 
And all thoſe twenty could but kill one life. 

I doo intreate ſweete prince thoult iuſtice giue, 
Romeo ſlew Tybalt, Romeo may not live. 

Prin. And for that offence | 

Immediately we doo exile him hence. 


I have |} 


or RoMEO AnD IULIET. 


I haue an intereſt in your hates proceeding, 

My blood for your rade braules doth lye a bleeding. 
But Ile amerce yon with ſo large a fine, 

That you ſhall all repent the loſſe of mine. 

J will be deafe to pleading and excuſes, 

Nor teares nor prayers ſhall purchaſe for abuſes. 

Pittie ſhall dwell and governe with vs {till : 

Mercie to all but murdrers, pardoning none that kill, 


Exeunt omnes. 
Enter luliet. 


Jul. Gallop apace you fierie footed ſteedes 
To Phebus manſion, ſuch a waggoner 
As Phaeton, would quickly bring you thether, 
And ſend in cloudie night immediately. 


Enter Nurſe wringing her hands, with the ladder of cordes in 
her laß. 


But how now nurſe : O Lord, why lookſt thou ſad ? 
What haſt thou there, the cordes ? 
Nur. I, I, the cordes : alacke we are vndone, 
We are vndone, ladie we are vndone. 
Iul. What diuell art thou that torments me thus? 
Nurſ. Alack the day, hees dead, hees dead, hees dead, 
Jul. This torture ſhould be roard in diſmall hell, 
Can heauens be ſo enuious ? 
Nur. Romeo can if heauens cannot. 
I ſaw the wound, I ſaw-it with mine eyes. 
God faue the ſample, on his manly breaſt : 
A bloodie coarſe, a piteous bloodie coarſe, 
All pale as aſhes, I ſwounded at the ſight. 
lul. Ah Romeo, Romeo, what diſaſter hap 
Hath ſeuerd thee from thy true Juliet? | 
Ah why ſhould heauen ſo much conſpire with woe. 
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Or fare enuie our happie marriage, 
So ſoone to ſunder vs by timeleſſe death? 
Nur. O Tybalt, Tybalt, the beſt trend I had, 
O honeſt Tyba/t, curteous gentleman. 
Iul. What ſtorme is this that blowes ſo contrarie, 
Is Tybalt dead, and Romeo murdercd : 
My deare loude couſen, and my deareſt lord. 
Then let the trumpet ſound a generall doome, 
Theſe two being dead, then liuing is there none. 
Nur. Tybalt is dead, and Romeo baniſhed, 
Romeo that murdred him is baniſhed. 
Ful. Ah heavens, did Romeos hand ſhed Tybalts blood 
Nur. It did, it did, alacke the daye it did. 
Iul. O ſerpents hate, hid with a flowring face: 
O painted ſepulcher, including filth. 
Was neuer booke containing ſo foule matter, 
So fairly bound. Ah, what meant Romeo? 
Nur. There is no truth, no faith, no honeſtie in men: 
All falſe, all faithles, periurde, all forſworne. 
Shame come to Romeo. 


Jul. A bliſter on that tung, he was not borne to ſhame : 


Vpon his face ſhame is aſhamde to ſit. 
But wherefore villaine didſt thou kill my couſen ? 
That villaine couſen would haue kild my huſband, 
All this is comfort. But there yet remaines 
Worſe than his death, which faine I would forget : 
But ah, it preſſeth to my memorie, 
Romeo is baniſhed. Ah that word baniſhed, 
Is worſe than death. Romeo is baniſhed, 
Is father, mother, Tybalt, Juliet, 
All killd, all ſlaine, all dead, all bailihed, 
Where are my father and my mother nurſe ? 

Nur. Weeping and wayling ouer Tybalts coarſe. 
Will you goe to them ? 
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Jul. I, I, when theirs are ſpent, 
Mine ſhall he ſhed for Romeos baniſhment. 
Nur. Ladie, your Romeo will be here to night, 
Ile to him, he is hid at Laurence cell. 
Jul. Doo ſo, and beare this ring to my true knight, 
And bid him come to take his laſt farewell, E xeunt. 


Enter Frier. 


Fr. Romeo come forth, come forth thou fearfull man, 
Affliction is enamourd on thy parts, 
And thou art wedded to calamitie. 


Enter Romeo. 


Rim. Father what newes, what is the princes doome. 
What ſorrow craues acquaintance at our hands, 
Which yet we know not. 
Fr. Too familiar 
Is my yong ſonne with ſuch ſowre companie : 
I bring thee tidings of the princes doome. 
Rom. What leſſe than doomes day is the princes doome ? 
Fr. A gentler indgement vaniſht from his lips, 
Not bodies death, but bodies baniſhment. 
Rom. Ha, baniſhed ? be mercifull, ſay death: 
For exile hath more terror in his lookes, 
Than death it ſelfe, doo not ſay baniſhment. 
Fr. Hence from Verona art thou baniſhed : 
Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. 
Rom. There is no world without Verona walls, 
But purgatorie, torture, hell it ſelfe. 
Hence baniſhed, is baniſht from the world : 
And world exilde is death, Calling death baniſhment, 
Thou cutſt my head off with a golden axe, 
Aud ſmileſt vpon the ſtroke that murders me. 


Fr. 
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Fr. Oh monſtrous ſinne, O rude vathankfulnes : 
Thy fault our law calls death, but the milde prince 
(Taking thy part) hath ruſhd aſide the law, 

And turnd that blacke word death to baniſhment: 
This is meere mercie, and thou ſeeſt it not. 

Rom. Tis torture and not mercie, heauen is heere 

Where Juliet lines : and euerie cat and dog, 

And little mouſe, euerie vaworthie thing 

Line heere in heauen, and may looke on her, 
Bur Romeo may not. More validitie, 

More honourable ſtate, more courtſhip lives 

In carrion flyes, than Romeo: they may ſeaze 
On the white wonder of faire Iuliets ſkinne, 

And ſteale immortall kiſſes from her lips; 

But Romeo may not, he 1s baniſhed. 

Flies may doo this, but I from this muſt flye. 

Oh father hadſt thou no ſtrong poyſon mixt, 

No ſharpe ground knife, no preſent meane of death, 
Though nere ſo meane, but baniſhment 

To torture me withall: ah, baniſhed. 

O frier, the damned vſe that word in hell: 
Howling attends it. How hadſt thou the heart, 
Being a diuine, a ghoſtly confeſſor, 

A ſinne abſoluer, and my frend profeſt, 

To mangle me with that word, baniſhment ? 


Fr. Thou fond mad man, heare me but ſpeake a word, 


Rom. O, thou wilt talke againe of baniſhment. 
Fr. Ile giue thee armour to beare off this word, 
Aduerſities ſweete milke, philoſophie, 
To comfort thee though thou be baniſhed. 
Rom. Yet baniſhed ? hang vp philoſophie, 
Vnleſſe philoſophie can make a Juliet, 
Diſplant a towne, reuerſe a princes doome, 
It helpes not, it prevailes not, talke no more, 
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Fr. O, now I ſee that madmen haue no eares. 
Rom. How ſhould they, when that wiſe men haue no eyes. 
Fr. Let me diſpute with thee of thy eſtate, 
Rom. Thou canſt not ſpeak of what thou doſt not fec'e, 
Wert thou as young as I, Juliet thy loue, 
An houre but married, Tyba/t murdred. 
Doting like me, and like me baniſhed, 
Then mightſt thou ſpeake, then mightſt thou teare thy hayre, 
And fall vpon the ground as I doe now, 
Taking the meaſure of an vamade graue. 


Nurſe knockes. 


Fr. Romes ariſe, ſtand vp thou wilt be taken, 
[ heare one knocke, ariſe and get thee gone. 

Nu. Hoe fryer. | 

Fr. Gods will what wilfulnes is this ? 


She knockes againe, 


Nur. Hoe fryer open the doore, 

Fr. By and by I come. Who is there? 
Nur. One from lady Luliet. 

Fr. Then come neace. 

Nur. Oh holy fryer, tell mee oh holy fryer, 


Where is my ladies lord? Wher's Romes ? 


Fr. There on the ground, with his owne teares made drunke. 
Nur. Oh he is euen in my miſtreſſe caſe. 


luſt in her caſe. Oh wofull ſimpathy, 


Pitteous predicament, euen fo lyes ſhee, 
{ Weeping and blubbring, blubbring and weeping : 
Stand vp, ſtand vp, ſtand and you be a man. | 


For [ukets ſake, for her ſake riſe and ſtand, 
Why ſhould you fall into ſo deepe an O. 
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He riſes, 

Rom. Nurle, | 

Nur. Ah ſir, ah fir. Wel deaths the end of all. 

Rom. Spakeſt thou of Iuliet, how is it with her? 
Doth ſhe not thinke me an olde murderer, 

Now J haue ſtainde the childhood of her ioy. 
With bloud remon'd but little from her owne ? 
Where is ſhe, and how doth ſhe ? And what ſaycs 
My conceal'd lady to our canceld lone ? 

Nur. Oh ihe ſaith nothing, but weepes and pules, 
And now fals on her bed, now on the ground, 

And Tybalt cryes, and then on Romeo calles. 

Rom. As if that name ſhot from the deadly level of a gun 
Did murder her, as that names curſed hand 
Murderd her kinſman. Ah tell me holy fryer 
In what vile part of this anatomy 


Doth my name lye? Tell me that I may ſacke 
The hatefull manſion, | 


He offers to fab himſelſe, and nurſe ſnatches the dagger 
| away, | 

Aur. Ah? 

Fr. Hold, ſtay thy hand: art thou a man? thy forme 
Cryes out thou art, but thy wilde actes denote 
The vnreſonable furyes of a beaſt. 

Vnſeemely woman in a ſeeming man, 

Or ill beſeeming beaſt in ſeeming both. 

Thou haſt amaz'd me. By my holy order, 

I thought thy diſpoſition better temperd, 

Haſt thou ſlaine Tyba/t ? wilt thou lay thy ſelfe? 
And ſlay thy lady too, that lines in thee ? 

Rouſe vp thy ſpirits, thy lady Juliet lives, 

For whoſe ſweet fake thou wert but lately dead : 


9s. '& W 


There 
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There art thou happy. Tybalt would kill thee, 
But thou ſlueſt Tybalt, there art thou happy too. 
A packe of bleſſings lights vpon thy backe, 
Happines courts thee in his beſt array: 
But like a miſbehaude and ſullen wench 
Thou frownſt vpon thy fate that ſmilles on thee. 
Take heede, take heede, for ſuch dye miſerable, 
Goe get thee to thy loue as was decreed : 
Aſcend her chamber window, hence and comfort her, 
But looke thou ſtay not till the watch be ſet : 
For then thou canſt not paſſe to Mantua, 
Nurſe prouide all things in a readines, 
Comfort thy miſtreſſe, haſte the houſe to bed, 
Which heauy ſorrow makes them apt vato. 
Nur. Good lord what a thing learning is, 
I could hane ſtayde heere all this night 
To heare good counſell. Well fir, 
Ile tell my lady that you will come. 
Rom. Doe ſo and bidde my ſweet prepare to childe, 
Farwell good nurſe, 


Nurſe offers to goe in and turnes againe. 


Nur. Heere is a ring fir, that ſhe bad me giue you, 
Rom. How well my comfort is reuiud by this. 
Exit Nurſe, 
Fr. Soiorne in Mantua, Ile finde ont your man, 
And he ſhall ſignitie from time to time: 
Euery good hap that doth befall thee heere. 
Farwell. 
Kom. But that a ioy, paſt ioy cryes out on me, 
It were a griefe ſo breefe to part with thee. 


Enter olde Capolet and his wife, with county Paris. 


Cap. Thinges haue fallen out fir ſo vnluckily, 


That we haue had no time to moue my daughter. 
Vol. IV. D Looks 


I thinke ſhe meanes not to come downe to night. 
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Looke yee ſir, ſhe lou'd her kinſman dearely, 
And ſo did I. Well, we were borne to dye, 
Wife wher's your daughter, is ſhe in her chamber? 


Par. Theſe times of woe affoord no time to wooe, 
Maddam farwell, commend me to your daughter. 


Paris offers to goe in, and Capolet calles him againe. 


Cap. Sir Paris? Ile make a deſperate tender of my child, 
I thinke ſhe will be rulde in all reſpectes by mee: 
But ſoft what day is this ? 
Par. Munday my lord. 
Cap. Oh then Wenſday is too ſoone, 
On Thurſday let it be : you ſhall be maried. 
Wee'le make no great a doe, a frend or two, or fo : 
For looke ye ſir, Tybalt being ſlaine ſo lately, 
It will be thought we held him careleſlye : 
If we ſhould reuell much, therefore we will haue 
Some halfe a dozen frends and make no more adoe. 
But what ſay you to Thurſday. 
Paris. My lorde I wiſhe that Thurſday were to morrow. 
Cap. Wife goe you to your daughter, ere you goe to bed. 
Acquaint her with the county Paris loue, 
Fare well my lord till Thurſday next. 
Wife gette you to your daughter. Light to my chamber. 
Afore me it is ſo very very late, 
That we may call it earely by and by. Excunt. 


Enter Romeo and Iulict at the window. 


7ul. Wilt thou be gone? It is not yet nere day , 
It was the nightingale and not the larke 
That pierſt the fearfull hollow of thine eare : 
Nightly ſhe ſings on yon pomegranate tree, 
Beleeue me love, it was the nightingale. 


or ROMEO Axp lIuLIET. 


Nom. It was the larke, the herald of the morne, 
And not the nightingale. See loue what enuious ſtrakes 
Doo lace the ſeuering clowdes in yonder eaſt. 
Nights candles are burnt out, and iocond day 
Stands tiptoes on the myſtie mountaine tops. 

I muſt be gone and live, or ſtay and dye. 

Jul. Yon light is not day light, I know it I: 

It is ſome meteor that the ſunne exhales, 

To be this night to thee a torch-bearer, 

And light thee on thy way to Mantua. 
'Then ſtay a while, thou ſhalt not goe ſoone. 

Rom. Let me ſtay here, let me be tane, and dye: 
If thou wilt haue it ſo, I am content. 

Ile ſay yon gray is not the mornings eye, 

It is the pale reflex of Cynthias brow. 

Ile fay it is the nightingale that beates 

The vaultie heauen ſo high aboue our heads, 

And not the larke the meſſenger of morne. 

Come death and welcome, Juliet wils it ſo. 

What ſayes my loue ? lets talke, tis not yet day. 
Jul. It is, it is, begone, flye hence away. 

It is the larke that ſings ſo out of tune, 

Straining harſh diſcords and vnpleaſing ſharpes, 

Some ſay the larke makes ſweete diuiſion: 

This doth not ſo : for this diuideth vs. 

Some ſay the larke and loathed toad change eyes, 

I would that now they had changd voyces too : 

Since arme from arme her voyce doth vs affray, 

Hunting thee hence with huntſvp to the day. 

So now be gone, more light and light it growes. 


Rom. More light and light, more darke and darke our woes. 


Farewell my loue, one kiſſe and Ile deſcend. 


| He goeth downe. 
Jul. Art thou gone ſo, my lord, my loue, my frend ? 
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I muſt heare from thee euerie day in the hower : 


For in an hower there are manie minutes, 


Minutes are dayes, ſo will I number them: 
Oh, by this count I ſhall be much in yeares, 
Ere I ſee thee againe. 
Rom. Farewell, I will omit no opportunitie 
That may conueigh my greetings loue to thee. 
Iul. Oh, thinkſt thou we ſhall euer meete againe. 
Rom. No doubt, no doubt, and all this woe ſhall ſerue 
For ſweete diſcourſes in the time to come. 
Jul. Oh God, I have an ill diuining ſoule. 
Me thinkes I ſee thee now thou art below 
Like one dead in the bottome of a tombe : 
Either mine ey-ſight failes, or thou lookſt pale. 
Rom. And truſt me loue, in my eye ſo doo you, 


Drie ſorrow drinkes our blood: adieu, adieu. Ext. 


Enter Nurle haſtely. 


Nur. Madame beware, take heed the day is broke, 
Your mother's comming to your chamber, make all ſure. 


She goeth downe from the winds: 


Enter Iuliets mother, Nurſe, 


Moth. Where are you daughter? 

Nur. What ladie, lambe, what Juliet? 

ul. How now, who calls? 

Nur. It is your mother. 

Moth. Why how now Juliet? 

Jul. Madam, I am not well. 

Noth. What evermore weeping for your coſens © 
I thinke thoult waſh him from his graue with teares. 

14, 1 cannot chuſe, hauing fo great a loſſe. 
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Mot h. I cannot blame thee. 
But it greeues thee more that villaine liues. 
Jul. What villaine madame? 
Moth. That villaine Romeo. 
Jul. Villaine and he are manie miles a ſunder. 
Mot h. Content thee girle, if I could finde a man 
I ſoone would ſend to Mantua where he is, 
That ſhould beſtow on him ſo ſure a draught, 
As he ſhould ſoone beare Tybalt companie. 
ul. Finde you the meanes, and Ile finde ſuch a man: 
For whileſt he lines, my heart ſhall nere be light 
Till I behold him, dead is my poore heart. 
Thus for a kinſman vext ? 
Moth, Well let that paſſe. I come to bring thee ioyfull 
newes ? 
Iul. And ioy comes well in ſuch a needful time. 
Moth. Well then, thou haſt a carefull father girle, 
And one who pitiying thy needfull ſtate, 
Hath found thee out a happie day of joy. 
Jul. What day is that I pray you? 
Moth Marry my childe, 
The gallant, yong and youthfull gentleman, 
The countie Paris at faint Peters church, 
Early next Thurſday morning muſt prouide, 
To make you there a glad and ioyfull bride, 
1ul. Now by ſaint Peters church and Peter too, 
He ſhall not there make mee a ioyfull bride. 
Are theſe the newes you had to tell me of? 
Marrie here are newes indeed. Madame I will not marrie 
yet. 
And when I doo, it ſhal be rather Remes whom I hate, 
Than countie Paris that I cannot loue. 
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Enter olde Capolet. N 


Moth. Here comes your father, you may tell him ſo. 
Capo. Why how now, euermore ſhowring ? 
In one little bodie thou reſembleſt a ſea, a barke, a ſtorme : 
For this thy bodie which I tearme a barke, 
Still floating in thy euerfalling teares, 
And toſt with ſighes ariſing from thy hart: 
Will without ſuccour ſhipwracke preſently. 
But heare you wife, what haue you ſounded her, what ſaics 
ſhe to it ? 
Moth. J haue, but ſhe will none ſhe thankes ye: 
Would God that ſhe were married to her graue. 
Capo. What will ſhe not, doth ſhe not thanke vs, doth ſhe 
not wexe proud ? | | 
ul. Not proud ye haue, but thankfull that ye haue: 
Proud can I neuer be of that I hate, 
But thankfull even for hate that is ment loue. 
Capo, Proud and I thanke you, and I thanke you not, 
And yet not proud. Whats here, chop logicke. 
Proud me no prouds, nor thanke me no thankes, 
But ſettle your fine ioynts on Thurſday next 
To goe with Paris to ſaint Peters church, 
Or I will drag you on a hurdle thether, 
Out you greene ſicknes baggage, out you tallow face. 
Iul. Good father heare me ſpeake. 


She bneeles downe. 


Cap. I tell thee what, eyther reſolue on Thurſday next 
To goe with Paris to ſaint Peters church: 
Or henceforth neuer looke me in the face. 
Speake not, reply not, for my fingers ytch. 
Why wife, we thought that we were ſcarcely bleſt 


That God had ſent vs but this onely chyld : 


: But 


or Romeo anD IuLlitt, 


But now I ſee this one is one too much, 
And that we haue a croſſe in hauing her. 
Nur. Mary God in heauen bleſſe her my lord, 
You are too blame to rate her fo, 
Cab. And why my lady wiſedome? hold your tung, 
Good prudence ſmatter with your goſſips, goe. 
Nur. Why my lord I ſpeake no treaſon. 
Cap. Oh goddegodden. 
Vtter your grauity ouer a goſſips boule, 
For here wee need it not. 
Mo. My lord ye are too hotte. 
Caß. Gods bleſſed mother wife it mads me, 
Day, night, early, late, at home, abroad, 
Alone, in company, waking or {leeping, 
Still my care hath beene to fee her matcht. 
And having now found out a gentleman, 
Of princely parentage, youthfull, and nobly trainde, 
Stuft as they ſay with honorable parts, 
Proportioned as ones heart coulde wiſh a man : 
And then to haue a wretched whyning foole, 
A puling mammet in her fortunes tender, 
To fay I cannot loue, I am too young, I pray you par Jon mee ? 
But if you cannot wedde Ile pardon you. 
Graze where you will, you ſhall not houſe with me. 
Locke to it, thinke ont, I do not vſe to ieſt. 
I tell yee what, Thurſday is neere, 
Lay hand on heart, aduiſe, bethinke your ſclfe, 
If you be mine, Ile gine you to my frend : 
It not, hang, drowne, ſtarue, beg, 
Dye in the ſtreetes : for by my ſoule 
Ile neuer more acknowledge thee, 
Nor what I haue ſhall ener doe thee good, 
Thinke ont, looke toot, I doe not vſe to jeſt: Exit. 
54 Iul. 
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ul. Is there no pitty hanging in the cloudes, 
That lookes into the bottom of my woes? 
I doe beſeech you madame, caſt me not away, 
Defer this mariage for a day or two, 
Or if you cannot, make my mariage bed 
In that dimme monument where Tybalt lyes. 
Moth. Nay be aſſured I will not ſpeake a word. 
Do what thou wilt for I haue done with thee. Exit, 
Jul. Ah nurſe what comfort? what counſell canſt thou giue 
me, | 
Nur. Now truſt me madame, I know not what to ſay : 
Your Romeo he is baniſht, and all the world to nothing 
He neuer dares returne to challendge you. 
Now I thinke good you marry with this county, 
Oh he is a gallant gentleman, Romeo is but a diſhclout 
In reſpect of him. I promiſe you | 
I thinke you happy in this ſecond match. 
As for your huſband he is dead : 
Or twere as good he were, for you haue no vſe of him. 
1ul. Speakſt thou this from thy heart? 


Nur. I and from my ſoule, or els beſhrew them both, 
Jul. Amen. 


Nur. What ſay you madame ? 
Iul. Well, thou haſt comforted me wondrous much, 
I pray thee goe thy waies vnto my mother 
Tell her I am gone hauing diſpleaſde my father, 
To fryer Laurence cell ro confeſſe me, 
And to be abſolu'd. 
Nur. I will, and this is wiſely done. 


Shee lookes after nur ſc. 
14. Auncient damnation, O moſt curſed fiend. 
Is it more ſinne to wiſh me thus forſworne, 
Or to diſpraiſe him with the ſelfe ſame tongue 
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That thou haſt praiſde him with aboue compare 

So many thouſand times? Goe counſellor, 

Thou and my boſom henceforth ſhal be twaine. 

Ile to the fryer to know his remedy, 

If all faile els, I haue the power to dye. Exit. 


Enter Fryer and Paris. 


Fr. On Thurſday ſay ye: the time is very ſhort, 
Par. My father Capolet will haue it fo, 
And I am nothing flacke to {low his haſt. 
Fr, You ſay you doe not know the ladies minde ? 
Vneucn is the courſe, I like it not. 
Par. Immoderately ſhe weepes for Tybalts death, 
And therefore haue I little talkt of loue. 
For Venus ſmiles not in a houſe of teares, 
Now fir, her father thinkes it daungerous : 
That ſhe doth giue her ſorrow ſo much ſway. 
And in his wiſedome haſts our mariage, 
To ſtop the inundation of her teares, 
Which too much minded by her ſelfe alone 
May be put from her by ſocietie. 
Now doe ye know the reaſon of this haſt. 
Fr. I would I knew not why it ſhould be ſlowd. 


Enter Paris, 


Heere comes the lady to my cell, 

Par. Welcome my lone, my lady and my wife: 

Ju. That may be ſir, when I may be a wife, 

Par. That may be, muſt be loue, on Thurſday next, 

Jul. What muſt be ſhal be. 

Fr. Thats a certaine text. 

Par. What come ye to confeſſion to this fryer. 

, Ju. To tell you that were to confeſſe to you. 
P dar, 
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Par. Do not deny to him that you loue me. 
Jul. J will confeſſe to you that I loue him, 
Par. So J am ſure you will that you loue me. 
Iul. And if I doe it wil be of more price, 
Being ſpoke behinde your backe, than to your face. 
Par. Poore ſoule, thy face is much abus'd with teares. 
Iul. The teares haue got ſmall victory by that, 
For it was bad enough before their ſpite. 
Par. Thou wrongſt it more than teares by that report. 
Inu. That is no wrong fir, that is a truth: 
And what I ſpake I ſpake it to my face. 
Par. Thy face is mine and thou haſt ſlaundred it. 
14. It may be ſo, for it is not mine owne. 
Are you at leaſure holy father now: 
Or ſhall I come to you at euening maſſe ? 
Fr. My leaſure ſerues me penſiue daughter now, 
My lord we muſt entreate the time alone. 
Par. God ſheild I ſhould diſturbe deuotion, 


Juliet farwell, and keep this holy kiſſe. Exit Paris. 


Iu. Goe ſhut the doore and when thou haſt done fo, 
Come weepe with me that am paſt cure, paſt help, 
Fr. Ah Juliet IJ already know thy griefe, 
I heare thou muſt and nothing may proroge it, 
On Thurſday next be marricd to the countic, 
141. Tell me not frier that thou hearſt of it, 
Vnleſſe thou tell me how we may preuent it. 
Giue me ſome ſudden counſell : els behold 
Twixt my extreames and me, this bloodie knife 
Shall play the vmpeere, arbitrating that 
Which the commiſſion of thy yeares and arte 
Could to no iſſue of true honour bring. 
Speake not, be briefe: for I deſire to die, 
If what thou ſpeakſt, ſpeake not of remedie. 
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Fr. Stay Juliet, 1 doo ſpie a kinde of hope, 

Which craues as deſperate an execution, 

As that is deſperate we would preuent. 

If rather than to marrie countie Paris 

Thou haſt the ſtrength or will to ſlay thy ſelfe, 
Tis not vnlike that thou wilt vndertake 

A thing like death to chyde away this ſhame, 
That coapſt with death itſelfe to flye from blame. 
And if thou dooſt, Ile give thee remedie. 

Jul. Oh bid me leape (rather than marrie Paris) 

From off the battlements of yonder tower : 

Or chaine me to ſome ſteepie mounraines top, 

Where roaring beares and ſauage lions are: 

Or ſhut me nightly in a charnell-houſe, 

With reekie ſhankes, and yeolow chaples ſculls : 

Or lay me in tombe with one new dead : 

Things that to heare them namde haue made me tremble ; 
And I will doo it without feare or doubt, 

To keep my ſelfe a faithfull vnſtaind wife 

To my deere lord, my deereſt Romeo. 

Fr. Hold Juliet, hie thee home, get thee to bed, 
Let not thy nurſe lye with thee in thy chamber: 
And when thou art alone, take thou this violl, 
And this diſtilled liquor drinke thou off: 

When preſently through all thy veynes ſhall run 
A dull and heavie lumber, which ſhall ſeaze 
Each vitall ſpirit : for no pulſe ſhall keepe 

His naturall progreſſe, but ſurceaſe to beate: 
No ſigne of breath ſhall teſtifie thou liuſt. 

And in this borrowed likenes of ſhrunke death, 
Thou ſhalt remaine full two and fortie houres. 
And when thou art laid in thy kindreds vault, 


Ile 
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Ile ſend in haſt to Mantua to thy lord, 
And he ſhall come and take thee from thy graue, 
Iul. Frier I goe, be ſure thou ſend for my deare Romeo. 
| Excunt, 
Enter olde Capolet, his wife, Nurſe, and ſeruingman. 
Capo. Where are you ſirra? 
Ser. Heere forſooth, 
Capo. Goe, prouide me twentie cunning cookes. 
Ser. I warrant you fir, let me alone for that, Ile knowe 
them by licking their fingers. 
Capo. How canſt thou know them ſo ? 


Ser. Ah fir, tis an ill cooke cannot licke his owne fingers. 
Capo. Well get you gone. 


Exit ſeruingman. 


But wheres this head-ſtrong ? 
Moth. Shees gone (my lord) to frier Laurence cell 


Jo be confeſt. 


Capo. Ah, he may hap to doo ſome good of her, 
A headſtrong ſelfewild harlotrie it is. 


Enter luliet, 


7Mcth. See here ſhe commeth from confeſſion, 


ding? 

Iul. Where I haue learned to repent the ſin 
Of froward wilfull oppoſition 
Gainſt you and your beheſts, and am enioynd 
By holy Laurence to fall proſtrate here, 
And craue remiſſion of ſo foule a fact. 


She kneeles dune. 


Meth. Why thats well ſaid. 
Capo. Now before God this holy reuerent frier 


All 


Capo. How now my head · ſtrong, where haue you bin gad- 
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All our whole citie is much bound vnto, 
Goe tell the countie preſently of this, 
For I will haue this knot knit vp to morrow. 
7ul. Nurſe, will you go with me to my cloſet, 
To ſort ſuch things as ſhall be requiſite 
Againſt to morrrow, 
Meth. I pree thee do, good nurſe goe in with her, 
Helpe her to ſort tyres, rebatoes, chaines, 
And I will come vnto you preſently, 
Nur, Come ſweet hart, ſhall we goe : 
1:1. ] pree thee let vs. 


| Exeunt Nurſe and Tulict, 


Meth. Me thinks on Thurſday would be time enough. 
Capo, I ſay I will haue this diſpatcht to morrow, 
Goe one and certefie the count thereof. 
Mot h. 1 pray my lord, let it be Thurſday. 
Capo. I ſay to morrow while ſhees in the mood, 
Moth. We ſhall be ſhort in our prouiſion. 
Capo. Let me alone for that, goe get you in, 
Now before God my heart is paſſing light, 


To ſee her thus conformed to our will. Exeunt, 


Enter Nurle, Tuliet, 


Nur. Come, come, what need you anie thing elſe ? 
ul. Nothing good nurſe, but leaue me to my ſelfe: 
For I doo meane to lye alone to night. 


Nur. Well theres a cleane ſmocke vnder your pillow, 1 
ſo good night. e. 


Enter Mother. 


Moth. What are you buſie, doo you need my helpe? 
ul. No madame, I deſire to lye alone, 
For I haue manie things to thinke vpon. 


Aoth. 
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THE MOST EXCELLENT TRACGCEDIE 
Moth. Well then good night, be ſtirring Juliet, 


The countie will be earlie here to morrow. Exit. 


Iul. Farewell, God knowes when wee ſhall mecte againe. 
Ah, I doo take a fearfull thing in hand. 
What if this potion ſhould not worke at all, 
Muſt I of force be married to the countie ? 
This ſhall forbid it. Kaife, lye thou there. 
What if the frier ſhould giue me this drinke 
To poyſon mce, for feare I ſhould diſcloſe 
Our former marriage ? Ah, I wrong him much, 
He is a holy and religious man : 
T will not entertaine ſo bad a thought. 
What if I ſhould be ſtifled in the toomb ? 
Awake an houre before the appointed time : 
Ah then I feare I ſhall be lunaticke: 
And playing with my dead forefathers bones, 
Daſh out my franticke braines. Me thinkes I ſee 
My coſin Tybalt weltring in his bloud, 
Seeking for Romeo: ſtay Tybalt ſtay. 
Romeo I come, this doe J drinke to thee. 

She fals upon her bed within the curtaines, 


Enter Nurſe with hearbs, Mother. 


Moth. Thats well ſaid nurſe, ſet all in redines, 
The countie will be heere immediatly, 


Enter Oldeman. 


Cap. Make haſt, make haſt, for it is almoſt day, 
The curfewe bell hath rung, t'is foure a clocke, 
Looke to your bakt meates good Angelica, 

Nur. Goe get you to bed you cotqueane, I faith you will 
be ſicke anone. | 


Gap. 


— — 
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or Romeo and lIurrExr. 
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Cap. I warrant thee nurſe I haue ere now watcht all night, 
and haue taken no harme at all. 
Mot h. I you haue beene a mouſe hunt in your time, 
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Enter Seruingman with logs and ccales. 


n 
EE 2 


— — — — —_ 
* 


Caß. A ielous hood, ielous hood: How now firra ? 1 
What haue you there? i 
Ser. Forſooth logs. 1 
Cap. Goe, goe chooſe dryer. Will will tell thee where thou 4 
ſhalt fetch them. | 


— — - 
IIS 


Ser. Nay I warrant let me alone, I haue a heade I troe to 
chooſe a log. Exit, Y 
Cap. Well goe thy way, thou ſhalt be logger head. | 
Come, come, make haſt call vp your daughter, 
The countie will be heere with muſicke ſtraight. 
Gods me hees come, nurſe call vp my daughter. 

Nur. Goe, get you gone. What lambe, what lady birde ? 
faſt I warrant, What Juliet? well, let the county take you 
in your bed: yee ſleepe for a weeke now, but the next night, 
the countie Paris hath ſet vp his reſt that you ſhal reſt but 
little. What lambe I ſay, faſt ſtill: what lady, lone, what 
bride, what Juliet? Gods me how ſound ſhe fleeps ? Nay 
then I ſee I muſt wake you indeed. Whats heere, laide on $ 
your bed, dreſt in your cloathes and down, ah me, alack the "5 
day, ſome aqua vitæ hoe. | 


— 8 


Enter Mother. 


Moth. How now whats the matter ? | 
Nur. Alack the day, ſhees dead, ſhees dead, ſhees dead. 
Moth. Accurſt, vnhappy, miſerable time. 


Enter Oldeman. 


Cap. Come, come, make haſt, wheres my daughter? 
Moth. Ah ſhees dead, ſhees dead. 


Cap, 


THE MOST EXCELLENT TRAGE DIE 


Cap. Stay, let me ſee, all pale and wan, 
Accurſed time, vnfortunate olde man. 


| Enter Fryer and Paris. 


Par. What is the bride ready to goe to church ? 
Cap. Ready to goe, but neuer to returne. 
O ſonne the night before thy wedding day, 
Hath death laine with thy bride, flower as ſhe is, 
| Deflowerd by him, ſee, where ſhe lyes, 
|| Death is my ſonne in law, to him I giue all that I have. 
| | Par. Haue I thought long to ſee this mornings face, 
lt , And doth it now preſent ſuch prodegies? 
it 
| 


— — — — — —— — 


[ Accurſt, vnhappy, miſerable man, 

l! | Forlorne, forſaken, deſtitute I am : 
| Borne to the world to be a ſlaue in it. 
Diſtreſt, remediles, and vnfortunate. a 
O heauens, O nature, wherefore did you make me, 
To liue fo vile, ſo wretched as I ſhall. 

Cap. O heere ſhe lies that was our hope, our oy, 
| | And being dead, dead ſorrow nips vs all. 


All at once cry out and uring their handt. 


. All cry. And all our joy, and all our hope is dead, 
| Dead, loſt, undone, abſented, wholly fled. 
Cap. Cracl, vniuſt, impartiall deſtinies, - 
Why to this day haue you preſeru'd my life? 
| To ſee my hope, my ſtay, my ioy, my life, ] 
Depriude of ſence, of life, of all by death, i 
Cruell, vniuſt, impartiall deſtinies. 4 
Cap. O ſad fac'd ſorrow map of miſery, 
Why this ſad time haue I deſird to ſee. 
This day, this vniuſt, this impartiall day 
Wherein I hop'd to ſee my comfort full, 
To be depriude by ſuddaine deſtinie. 


Moth. 


or Romeo and ITuLitt: 


Moth. O woe, alacke, diſtreſt, why ſhould I liue? 
To ſee this day, this miſerable day, 
Alacke the time that euer I was borne. 
To be partaker of this deſtinie. 
Alacke the day, alacke and welladay. 

Fr. O peace for ſhame, if not for charity. 
Your daughter lines in peace and happines, 
And it is vaine to wiſh it otherwiſe, 
Come ſticke your roſemary in this dead coarſe, 
And as the cuſtome of our country is, 
In all her beſt and ſumptuous ornaments, 
Conuay her where her anceſtors lie tomb'd. 

Gap. Let it be ſo, come wofull ſorrow mates, 
Let vs together taſte this bitter fate. 


They all but the nurſe goe feorth, caſting roſemary on her and 
ſhutting the curtens. 


Enter Muſitions. 


Nur. Put vp, put vp, this is a wofull caſe, Exit, 
1. I by my troth miſtreſle is it, it had need be mended, 


Enter ſeruingman. 


Ser. Alack alack what ſhal I doe, come fidlers play me ſome 
mery dumpe. 

I. A fir, this is no time to play. 

Ser. You will not then ? 

1. No marry will wee, 

Ser. Then will I giue it you, and ſoundly to. 

1. What will you giue vs? 

Ser. The fidler, Ile re you, Ile fa you, Tle fol you. 

1. If you re vs and fa vs, we will note you, 

Ser. I will put vp my iron dagger, and beate you with my 


wodden wit. Come on Simon found pot, Ile poſe you, 
VoL. IV. E 1. Lets 


3 


— rat 
21 


bit ERS. 


4 >. — 


r 


2 
2 — g 


— 2 


rr 


N — 2 n 


— 
E 
— 


— — q 


= 


n 


— — 


222. ISS FI 


—— 


— 


— 
_ 
* 


* 


rr 


TRE MOST EXCELLENT TRAGEDIE 


1. Lets heare. 
Ser. When griping griefe the heart doth wound, 
And dolefull dumps the minde oppreſſe: 
Then muſique with her ſiluer ſound, 
Why ſiluer ſound ? Why ſiluer ſound ? 
1. I thinke becauſe muſicke hath a ſweet found. 
Ser. Pretie, what ſay you Mathew minikine ? 
2. I thinke becauſe muſitions ſound for ſiluei 
Ser. Prettie too: come, what ſay you? 
3. I ſay nothing. 

Ser. I thinke ſo, Ile ſpeake for you becauſe you are the 
ſinger. I faye ſiluer ſound, becauſe ſuch fellowes as you haue 
ſildome golde for founding. Farewell fidlers, farewell. Exit. 

1. Farewell and be hangd : come lets goe. Exeunt, 


Enter Romeo, 


Rem, If I may truſt the flattering eye of ſleepe, 
My dreame preſagde ſome good euent to come, 
My boſome lord ſits: chearfull in his throne, 
And I am comforted with pleaſing dreames. 
Methought I was this night alreadie dead : 
(Strange dreames that giue a dead man leaue to thinke) 
And that my ladie Juliet came to me, 
And breathd ſuch life with kiſſes in my lips, 
That I reuiude and was an emperour, 


Enter Balthaſar his man booted. 


Newes from Verona. How now Balthaſar, 
How doth my ladie ? Is my father well ? 
How fares my Juliet? that I aſke againe : 
If ſhe be well, then nothing can be ill. 
Balt. Then nothing can be ill, for ſhe is well, 


Her bodie ſleepes in Capels monument, And 
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or Romeo aAnp Iviirt; 

And her immortall parts with angels dwell. 
Pardon me fir, that am the meſſenger of ſuch bad tidings. 

Rom. Is it even ſo ? then TI defie my ſtarres. 
Goe get me incke and paper, hyre poſt horſe, 
I will not ſtay in Mantua to night. 

Balt. Pardon me fir, I will not leaue you thus, 
Your lookes are dangerous and full of feare : 
I dare not, nor I will not leaue you yet. 

Rom. Doo as I bid thee, get me incke and paper, 
And hyre thoſe horſe : ſtay not I ſay. 
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Exit Balthaſar. 
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Well Juliet, I will lye with thee to night. 
Lets ſee for meanes. As I doo remember 
Here dwells a pothecarie whom oft I noted 

As I paſt by, whoſe needie ſhop is ſtufft 
With beggerly accounts of emptie boxes : 
And in the ſame an Aligarta hangs, 

Olde endes of packthred, and cakes of roſes, 
Are thinly ſtrewed to make vp a ſhow. 

Him as I noted, thus with my ſelfe I thought : 
And if a man ſhould need a poyſon now, 
(Whoſe preſent ſale is death in Mantua 

Here he might buy it. This thought of mine 
Did but forerunne my need: and here about he dwels, 
Being holiday the beggers ſhop is ſhut. 

What ho apothecarie, come forth I ſay. 
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Enter Apothecarie. 
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Apo. Who calls, what would you fir ? 
Nom. Heeres twentie duckates, 
Giue me a dram of ſome ſuch ſpeeding geere, 
As will diſpatch the wearie takers liſe, 


82 As 


THE MOST EXCELLENT T RAGEDIE 


As ſuddenly as powder being fierd 

From forth a cannons mouth. 

tit Apo. Such drugs I haue I mult of force confeſſe, 
li} But yet the law is death to thoſe that ſell them. 

| | Rom. Art thou ſo bare and full of pouertie, 
And dooſt thou feare to violate the law? 

The law is not thy frend, nor the lawes frend, 

lil And therefore make no conſcience of the law: 

1 Vpon thy backe hangs ragged miſerie, 

ll | And ſtarued famine dwelleth in thy cheekes. 

| Apo. My pouertie but not my will conſents, 

Il Rom. I pay thy pouertie, but not thy will. | 
li Apo. Hold take you this, and put it in anie liquid thing 
| you will, and it will ſerue had you the lines of twenty men. 
Ill Rom. Hold, take this gold, worſe poyſon to mens ſoules 

| Than this which thou haſt given me. Goe hye thee hence, 
l Goe buy the cloathes, and get thee into fleſh, 

li Come cordiall and not poyſon, goe with. mee 

li To Iuliets graue: for there mvſt I vie thee. Excunt, 
| 


Enter Frier ITohn. 


| John. What frier Laurence, brother, ho? 
ll Laur. This ſame ſhould be the voyce of frier hn. 
| What newes from Mantua, what will Romeo come? 


| John. Going to ſeeke a barefoote brother out, 
If} One of our order to aſſociate mee, 

Ii . 3 

Here in this cittie viſiting the ſick, 

| Whereas the infectious peſtilence remaind : 

| And being by the ſearchers of the towne 
| 


Found and examinde, we were both ſhut vp, | 


ll Laur. Who bare my letters then to Romeo? 
| 1:hn. J haue them till, and here they are. 2 
| Laur. Now by my holy order, : 


The letters were not nice, but of great weight. 
Coe 


\ 


or Romeo AND Iviitgt., 


Goe get thee hence, and get me preſently 


A ſpade and mattocke. 
Hahn. Well I will preſently go fetch thee them, Exit. 


Laur. Now mult I to the monument alone, 
Leaſt that the ladie ſhould before I come 
Be wakde from ſleepe. I will hye 
To free her from that tomb of miſerie. Exit. 


Enter countie Paris and his Page with flowers and fweete 
Water. 


Par. Put out the torch, and lye thee all along 

Vader this Ew tree, keeping thine eare cloſe to the hollow 
ground. 

And if thou heare one tread within this churchyard, 

Staighr gine me notice. 
Boy. I will my lord. 


Paris ftrewes the tomb with flowers. 


Par. Sweet flower, with flowers I ſtrew thy bridale bed: 
Sweete tombe that in thy circuite doſt containe, 
The perfect modell of eternitie : 
Faire Juliet that with angells doſt remaine, 
Accept this lateſt fauour at my hands, 
That living honourd thee, and being dead 
With funerall praiſes doo adorne thy tombe. 


Boy whiſtles and calls. My lord. 


Enter Romeo and Balthaſar, with a torch, a mattocke, and a 
crow of yron. 


Par. The boy giues warning, ſomething doth approach. 
What curſed foote wanders this was to night, 
To ſtay my obſequies and true loues rites ? 
What with a torch, muffle me night a while. 
E 3 Ran. 
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TE MOST EXCELLENT TRAGEDIE 


Nom. Giue me this mattocke, and this wrentching iron. 
And take theſe letters, early in the morning, 
See thou deliuer them to my lord and father. 
So get thee gone and trouble me no more. 
Why I deſcend into this bed of death, 
Is partly to behold my ladies face, 
But chiefly to take from her dead finger, 
A precious ring which I mult vſe 
In deare imployment : but if thou wilt ſtay, 
Further to prie in what I vndertake, 
By heauen Ile teare thee ioynt by ioynt, 
And ſtrewe thys hungry churchyard with thy lims. 
The time and my intents are ſauage, wilde. 
Balt, Well, Ile be gone and not trouble you. 
Rom. So ſhalt thou win my fauour, take thou this, 
Commend me to my father, farwell good fellow. 
Balt. Yet for all this will I not part from hence. 


Romeo opens the tombe. 


Nom. Thou deteſtable maw, thou womb of death, 
Gorde with the deareſt morſell of the earth. 

Thus I enforce thy rotten iawes to ope. 

Par. This is that baniſht haughtie Mauntague, 
That murderd my loues coſen, I will apprehend him. 
Stop thy vnhallowed toyle vile Mountague. 

Can vengeance be purſued further then death? 
I doe attach thee as a fellon heere. 
The law condemnes thee, therefore thou muſt dye. 

Rom. I muſt indeed, and therefore came J hither, 
Good youth be gone, tempt not a deſperate man. 
Hcape not another ſinne vpon my head 
By ſheding of thy bloud, I doe proteſt 


For = 


or RoM EO AND Iviitt. 


loue thee better then I love my ſelfe: 
For I come hyther armde againſt my ſelfe, 


— — — —— 


r P 


z Par. I doe defie thy coniurations : 
I And doe attach thee as a fellon heere. | 1 
1 Rim. What doſt thou tempt me, then haue at thee boy. 4 
þ 1 
þ They fight. ] 
5 Bey. O lord they fight, I will goe call the watch. 1 


Par. Ah I am ſlaine, if thou be mercifull 
Open the tombe, lay me with Juliet. 
4 Rom. Yfaith I will, let me peruſe this face, 
Mercutios kinſman, noble county Paris? 
What ſaid my man, when my betoſſed ſoule 
Did not regard him as we paſt along. 
Did he not ſay Paris ſhould haue maried 
Juliet? eyther he ſaid ſo, or I dreamd it fo. 
But I will ſatisfie thy laſt requeſt, 
For thou haſt prizd thy loue aboue thy life. 
Death lye thou there, by a dead man interd, 
How oft haue many at the houre of death 
HhHeeene blith and pleaſant ? which their keepers call 
#3 A lightning before death But how may 1 
Call this a lightning. Ah deare Iuliet, 
How well thy beauty doth become this graue? 
OT belecue that vnſubſtanciall death, 
Is amorous, and doth couyt my loue. 
Therefore will I, O heere, O euer hcere, 
Set vp my euerlaſting reſt 
With wormes, that are thy chambermayds. 
Come deſperate pilot now at once runne on 
The daſhing rockes thy ſea - ſicke weary barge. 
HNsleers to my loue. O true apothecary: 
Tl hy drugs are ſwift: thus with a kiſſe I dye, Falls. 
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THE MOST EXCELLENT TRACEDIE 


Enter Fryer with a lanthorne. 


How oft to night haue theſe my aged feete 
Stumbled at graues as I did paſle along. 
Whole there ? 
Man. A frend and one that knowes you well, 
Fr. Who is it that conſorts ſo late the dead, 
What light is yon? if I be not deceiued, 
Me thinkes it burnes in Caßels monument? 
Man. It doth ſo holy fir, and there is one 
That loucs you dearly. 
Fr. Who is it? 
Man. Romeo. 
Fr. How long hath he beene there? 
Man. Full halfe an houre and more. 
Fr. Goe with me thether. 
Man. I dare not ſir, he knowes not I am heere : 
On paine of death he chargde me to be gone, 
And not for to diſturbe him in his enterprize. 
Fr. Then muſt I goe : my minde preſageth ill. 


Fryer /{:ops and lokes on the blood and weapons, 


Whit bloud is this that ſtaines the entrance 

Of this marble ſtony monument ? 

What meanes theſe maiſterles and goory weapons? 
Ah me I doubt, whoſe hecre ? what Romeo dead ? 
Who and Paris too ? what vnluckie houre 

Is acceſſary to ſo foule a ſinne? 


Juliet vis. 


The lady ſturres. 


Jul. Ah comfortable fryer. 
I do 
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or RoMEO Ax p IuLIET. 


1 doe remember well where I ſhould be, 

And what we talkt of? but yet I cannot fee 

Him for whoſe ſake I vndertooke this hazard, 
Fr. Lady come foorth, I heare ſome noiſe at hand, 

We ſhall be taken, Paris he is ſlaine, 

And Romeo dead : and if we heere be tane 

We ſhall be thought to be as acceſlarie, 

I will prouide for you in ſome cloſe nunery. 
Jul. Ah leaue me, leaue me, I will not from hence. 
Fr. J heare ſome noiſe, I dare not ſtay, come, come 
Jul. Goe get thee gone. 

Whats heere a cup cloſde in my louers hands? 

Ah churle drinke all, and leaue no drop for me. 


Enter Watch. 


Watch. This way, this way. 
_ 24]. I, noiſe ? then muſt I be reſolute, 
O happy dagger thon ſhalt end my feare, 
Reſt in my boſome, thus I come to thee. 


She flabs herſelfe and falles. 


Enter Watch, 


Cap. Come looke about, what weapons haue we heere? 
See frends where Juliet two daies buried, 
New bleeding wounded, ſearch and ſee who's neare, 
Attach and bring them to vs preſently. 


Enter one with the Fryer. 


I. Captaine heers a fryer with tooles about him, 
Fitte to ope a tombe. 


Gap. A great ſuſpition, keep him ſafe. 


Enter 
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THE MOST EXCELLENT TRAGEDIE 


Enter one with Romeos man. 


1. Heeres Romeos man. 
Caßt. Keepe him to be examinde. 


Enter Prince with others. 


Prin. What early miſchiefe calls vs vp ſo ſoone. 

Caþt. O noble prince, ſee here 
Where Juliet that hath lyen intoombd two dayes, 
Warme and freſh bleeding, Romeo and countie Paris 
Likewiſe newly ſlaine. 

Prin. Search ſeeke about to finde the murderers. 


Enter olde Capolet and his wife. 


Capo. What rumor's this that is ſo early vp? 

Mot h. The people in the ſtreetes crie Romeo, 
And ſome on Iuliet : as if they alone 
Had been the cauſe of ſuch a mutinie. 

Capo. See wife, this dagger hath miſtooke : 
For (loe) the backe is emptie of yong Mountague, 
And it is ſneathed in our daughters breaſt. 


Enter olde Montague. 


Prin. Come Mountague, for thou art early vp, 
To ſee thy ſonne and heire more early downe. 
Mount. Dread ſouereigne, my wife is dead to night, 
And yong Benuolio is deceaſed too: 
What further miſchiefe can there yet be found? 
Prin. Firſt come and ſee, then ſpeake. 
Mount. O thou vntaught, what manners is in this 
To preſſe before thy father to a graue. 


or RoMreo and Iviier. 


ö Prin. Come ſeale your mouthes of outrage for a while, 
3 And let vs ſeeke to finde the authors out 

| Of ſuch a hainous and ſeld ſeene miſchaunce. & 
a Bring forth the parties in ſuſpicion, 1 
: Fr. I am the greateſt able to doo leaſt, q 


Moſt worthie prince, heare me but ſpeake the truth, 1 
And Ile informe you how theſe things fell ont. . 
Juliet here {laine was married to that Romeo, | q 
Without her fathers or her mothers grant : 1 


The nurſe was priuie to the marriage, 1 
The balefull day of this vahappie marriage, q 


Was Tybalts doomeſday : for which Namco | 
Was baniſhed from hence to Mantua. 4 
He gone, her father ſought by foule conſtraint ” 


To marrie her to Paris but her ſoule 
(Loathing a ſecond contract) did refuſe 4 
To give conſent ; and therefore did ſhe vrge me | 
Either to finde a meanes ſhe might auoyd | 
What ſo her father ſought to force her too: | 
Or els all deſperately ſhe threatned 


4 Euen in my preſence to diſpatch her ſelfe. 4 
Then did I giue her, (tutord by mine arte) iN 
A potion that ſhould make her ſeeme as dead: | 
And told her that I would with all poſt ſpeed in 

Send hence to Mantua for her Romeo, } 


That he might come and take her from the toombe. | 
But he that had my letters (frier 70hn } | 
Seeking a brother to aſſociate him, 

Whereas the ſicke infection remaind, 

Was ſtayed by the ſearchers of the towne, 

But Romeo vnderſtanding by his man, 

That Juliet was deceaſde, returnde in poſt 

Vato Verona for to ſee his loue. 


F What 


THE MOST EXCELLENT TRAGEDIE 


What after happened touching Paris death, 
Or Romeos is to me vaknowne at all. 
But when I came to take the lady hence, 
I found them dead, and ſhe awakt from ſleep : 
Whom faine I would hane taken from the tombe, 
Which ſhe refuſed ſeeing Romeo dead. 
Anone I heard the watch and then I fled, 
What after happened I am ignorant of. 
And if in this ought haue miſcaried. 
By me, or by my meanes let my olde lite 
Be ſacrificd ſome houre before his time. 
To the moſt ſtrickeſt rigor of the law. 
Pry. We ſtill haue knowne thee for a holy man, 
Wheres Romeos man, what can he ſay in this? 
Balth. I brought my maiſter word that ſhee was dead, 
And then he poaſted ſtraight from Mantua, 
Vnto this toombe. Theſe letters he deliuered me, 
Charging me early giue them to his father. 
Prin. Lets ſee the letters, I will read them over, 
Where 1s the counties boy that calld the watch ? 
Boy. I brought my maſter vnto Juliets graue, 
But one approaching, ſtraight I calld my maſter, 
At laſt they fought, I ran to call the watch, 
And this is all that I can ſay or know. 
Prin. Theſe letters doo make good the fryers wordes, 
Come Capolet, and come olde Mountagewe. 
Where are theſe enemies ? ſee what hate hath done, 
Cap. Come brother Mountague give me thy hand, 
There is my daughters dowry : for now no more 
Can I beſtowe on her, thats all I haue. 
Mun. But I will give them more, 1 will erect 
Her ſtatue of pure golde: 
That while Verona by that name is knowne. 
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or Romeo anpD IulTfETr. 


There ſhall no ſtatue of ſuch price be ſet, 
As that of Romeos loued Juliet. 

Cap. As rich ſhall Romeo by his lady lie, 
Poore ſacrifices to our enmitie. 


Prin. A gloomie peace this day doth with it bring. 


Come, let vs hence, 

To haue more talke of theſe fad things. 
Some ſhall be pardoned and ſome puniſhed : 
For nere was heard a ſtorie of more woe, 
Than this of 1uliet and her Romeo. 
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THE MOST EXCELLENT TRAGEDIE 


What after happened touching Paris death, 
Or Romeos is to me vnknowne at all. 
But when I came to take the lady hence, 
I found them dead, and ſhe awakt from ſleep : 
W hom faine I would hane taken from the tombe, 
Which ſhe refuſed ſeeing Romeo dead. 
Anone I heard the watch and then I fled, 
What after happened I am ignorant of. 
And if in this ought haue miſcaried. 
By me, or by my meanes let my olde lite 
Be ſacrificd ſome houre before his time. 
To the molt ſtrickeſt rigor of the law. 
Pry. We ſtill haue knowne thee for a holy man, 
Wheres Romeos man, what can he ſay in this? 
Balth. I brought my maiſter word that ſhee was dead, 
And then he poaſted ſtraight from Mantua, 
Vnto this toombe. Theſe letters he delivered me, 
Charging me early giue them to his father, 
Prin. Lets ſee the letters, I will read them over, 
Where is the counties boy that calld the watch? 
Boy. I brought my maſter vnto Iuliets graue, 
But one approaching, ſtraight I calld my maſter, 
At laſt they fought, I ran to call the watch, 
And this is all that I can ſay or know. 
Prin. Theſe letters doo make good the fryers res, 
Come Capolet, and come olde Mountagewe, 
Where are theſe enemies ? ſee what hate hath done, 
Cap. Come brother Mountague giue me thy hand, 
There is my daughters dowry : for now no more 
Can I beſtowe on her, thats all I haue. 
Mun. But J will give them more, I will erect 
Her ſtatue of pure golde: 
That while Verona by that name is knowne. 
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or ROURO ANp IuLIET. 


There ſnall no ſtatue of ſuch price be ſet, 
As that of Romeos loued Juliet. 
Cap. As rich ſhall Romeo by his lady lie, 
Poore ſacrifices to our enmitie, 
Prin. A gloomie peace this day doth with it bring. 
Come, let vs hence, 
To haue more talke of theſe fad things. 
Some ſhall be pardoned and ſome puniſhed : 
For nere was heard a ſtorie of more woe, 
Than this of Juliet and her Romeo. 
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j The moſt Excellent and Lamentable 
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PROLOGUE. 
CHOKk U 5. 


WO houſholds both alike in dignity, 
(In faire Verona, where we lay our ſcene) 

From auncient grudge breake to new mutinie, 
Where ciuill bloud makes ciuill hands vncleane. 
From forth the fatall loynes of theſe two foes, 
A paire of ſtarre-croſt louers take their life : 
Whoſe miſaduentur'd pittious ouerthrowes, 
Doth with their death bury their parents ſtrife. 
The feareful paſſage of their death-markt loue, 
And the continuance of their parents rage, 
Which but their childrens end nought could remone : 
Is now the two houres traficque of our ſtage. 
The which if you with patient cares attend, 
What here ſhal miſſe, our toile, ſhall ſtrive to mend, 
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The Moſt Excellent and Lamentable 


„ 


S F 


ROMEO and IVLIE T. 


Enter Samplon and Gregorie, with ſwords and bucklers, of the 
houſe of Capulet. 


Samþp/cn. 


REGORIE, on my word weele not carry coles. 
Greg. No, for then we ſhould be collyers. 
Samp. I meane, and we be in choller, weele 

draw. 5 
Greg. I while you liue, draw your necke out of choller : * 
Samp. I ſtrike quickly being moued. 
Greg. But thou art not quickly moued to ſtrike. 
Samp. A dog of the houſe of Mountague moues me. 
Greg. To moue is to ſtirre, and to be valiant, is to ſtand. 
Therefore if thou art moued thou runſt away. 
Samp. A dog of that houſe ſhall moue me to ſtand. 
I will take the wall of any man or maide of Mountagues. 
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Tar MOST LAMEN TABLE TRAGEDIE 


Greg. That ſhewes thee a weake ſlaue, for the weakeſt goes 
to the wall, 

Samþ. Tis true, and therefore women being the weaker 
veſſels are euer thruſt to the wall: therefore I will puſh Mun. 
zagues men from the wall, and thruſt his maides to the wall. 

Gre. The quarrell is betweene our maſters, and vs their men, 

Samp. Tis all one I will ſhew my ſelfe a tyrant, when! 
haue fought with the men, I will be ci1//4+ with the maides, [ 
will cut off their heads. 

Grego. The heades of the maids. 

Samß. I the heads of the maids, or their maidenheads, take 
it in what ſence thou wilt. 

Grego. They muſt take it * ſenſe, that feele it. 

Samp. Me they ſhall feele while I am able to ſtand, and tis 
knowne I am a pretty peece of fleſh. 

Erego. Tis well thou art not fiſh, if thou hadſt, thou hadſt 
been poore {hn : draw thy toole here comes of the houſe of 
Meuntagues. 


Enter tuo other ſeruingmen. 


Samßb. My naked weapon is out, quarrell, I will back 
thee. 

Cre. How, turne thy backe and runne; 

Samp. Feare me not. 

Cre. No marrie, I fcare thee. 

Samß. Let vs take the law of our ſides, let them begin. 

Gre, J will frown as J paſſe by, and let them take it as the) 
lift, | 

Samp. Nay as they dare, I wil bite my thumb at them, 
which is a diſgrace to them if they beare it. 

Abra. Doe you bite your thumb at vs fir ? 

Samp. 1 doe bite my thumb fir. 

bra. Doe you bite your thumb at vs fic ? 


+ cel. + it.irs 


I ACE 


or RoMEO AND IULIET, 


Samp. Is the law of our ſide if I ſay I? 
Gre. No. | 
Samp. No ſir, I doe not bite my thumbe at you fir, but L 


bite my thumbe ſir. 


Gre. Doe you quarrell fir ? 

Abra. Quarrell fir, no ſir. 

Sa. But if you doe fir, I am for you, I ſerue as good a mã 
as you. 

Abra, No better, 

Samß. Well ſir. 


Enter Benuolio. 


Ere. Say better, here comes one of my maiſters kinsmen, 
Samp. Yes better fir. | 
Abra. You lie, 
Samp. Draw if you be men, Gregorie, remember thy waſh- 
ing t blowe. 


They fight. 


 Benu. Part fooles, put vp your ſwords, you know not what 
you do, 


Enter Tibalt. 


Tibalt. What art thou drawne among theſe hartleſſe hinds 
turne thee Benuolio, look vpon thy death. 

Ben, I doe but keepe the peace, put vp thy ſword, 
or mannage it to part theſe men with me. 

Tib. What drawne and talke of peace? I hate the word, 
as I hate hell, all Meuntagues and thee : 
Haue at the coward. 


Enter three or foure citizens with clubs or partyſons. 


Offi. Clubs, billes and partiſons, ſtrike, beate them Cowne 
Downe with the Capulets, downe with the e 


3 waſhing. 
F 3 Enter 
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TRE MOST LAMENTABLE I'RAGEDIE 


Enter old Capulet in his gowne, and his wife, 


| Caþu. What noyſe is this? giue me my long ſword hoe, 
Wife. A crowch, a croweh, why call you for a ſword? 
Cap. My ſword I ſay, old Mountague is come, 

And floriſhes his blade in ſpight of me. 


Enter olde Mountague and his wife. 


Moun. Thou villame Capulet, hold me not, let me go. 
M. wife, 2. Thou ſhalt not ſtir one foote to ſeeke a foe. 


Enter prince Eſkales, with his traine. 


Prince. Rebellious ſubiects enemies to peace, 
Prophaners of this neighbour-ſtained ſteele, 
Will they not heare ? what ho, you men, you beaſts : 
That quench the fire of your pernicious rage, 
With purple fountaines iſſuing from your veines : 
On paine of torture from thoſe bloudy hands, 
Throw your miſtempered weapons to the ground, 


And heare the ſentence of your moued prince. 


Three ciuill brawles bred of an ayrie word, 
By thee old Capulet and Mountague, 

Haue thrice diſturbde the quiet of our ſtreets, 
And made Veronas auncient citizens, 

Caſt by their graue beſeeming ornaments, 

To wield old partizans, in hands as old, 
Cancred with peace, to part your cancred hate, 
If euer you diſturbe our ſtreets againe, 

Your lines ſhall pay the forfeit of the peace. 
For this time all the reſt depart away : 

You Capulet ſhall goe along with me, 

And Mountague come you this afternoone, 


To 
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or Romeo Axp Ivuritr; 


To know our fathers + pleſure in this caſe : 


To old Free-towne our common iudgment place: 
Once more on paine of death, all men depart. Exeunt, 
Moun. Who ſet this auncient quarrell new abroach ? 
Speake nephew, were you by, when it began ? 
Ben. Here were the ſeruants of your aduerſarie 
And yours cloſe fighting ere I did approach, 
drew to part them, in the inſtant came 
The fiery Tibalt, with his ſword prepard, 
W hich as he breath'd defiance to my eares, 
He ſwong about his head and cut the windes, 
Who nothing hurt withall, hiſt him in ſcorne : 
While we were enterchanging thruſts and blowes, 
Came more and more, and fought on part and part, 
Till the prince came, who parted either part. 
Wife. O where is Romeo, ſaw you him to day? 
Right glad am I, he was not at this fray. 
Ben, Madam, an houre before the worſhipt ſan, 
Peerde forth the golden window of the eaſt, 
A troubled mind draue me to walke abroad, 
Where vnderneath the groue of ſyramour, 
That weſtward rooteth from this city ſide : 
So early walking did I ſee your ſonne, 
Towards him I made, but he was ware of me, 


And ſtole into the couert of the wood, 
J meaſuring his affections by my owne, 


Which then moſt ſought, where moſt might not be found : 
Being one too many by my weary ſelfe, 
Purſued my honour {, not purſuing his, 
And gladly ſhunned, who gladly fled from me. 

Mount. Many a morning hath he there beene ſeene, 
With teares augmenting the freſh mornings deaw, 


+ further, t humour, 
F 4 Adding 


_ — — — —„— — 2 


+ 
—U—äͤ — 


— — * - — — 
— — — — — — — = - - = 
— — — — — — * _ — — — 
— — — — — — — — — — = _ — — - — — a — - - — = — 
— 1 — — — — _ — — — = — 2 _ - 7 = 
rang . — — — N —— ow — — — — — 
— —— — ” — — — — — — ” — — 
— —— — — — — —— — — — bo — * - 
— — — — i — — _ — — *— * — — _ - - — - 
— — — —— — — — — — — 2 — = — - 
— — — — — == 
= 2 2 


— omen 
* — — * * _ 7 * —— 4 


— — 
— 


— 
— 


— — 


— —— — — 
— — — 
— —__ er — 


— 


—— Ve 


-- — — — — — — —_— — —— —— — — — 
— — 

— payne 

— * —— 


THz MOST LAUEN TABLE TI RAGEDIE 


Adding to cloudes, more cloudes with his deepe ſighes, 

But all ſo ſoone as the all cheering ſunne, 

Should in the fartheſt eaſt begin to draw, 

The ſhadie curtaines from Auroras bed, 

Away from light ſteales home my heauy ſonne, 

And priuate in his chamber pennes himſelfe, 

Shuts vp his windowes, lockes faire day-light out, 

And makes himſelfe an artificiall night, 

Blacke and portendous muſt this humor proue, 

Vnleſſe good counſell may the cauſe remoue. 
Ben. My noble vncle doe you know the cauſe ? 
Moun, I neither know it, nor can learne of him. 
Ben. Haue you importunde him by any meanes ? 
Mon. Both by my ſelfe and many other friends, 

But he his own affections counſeller, 

Is to himſeife (I will not ſay how true) 

But to himſelfe ſo ſecret and fo cloſe, 

So farre from ſounding and diſcouery, 

As is the bud bit with an enuious worme, 

Ere he can ſpread his ſweete leaues to the ayre, 

Or dedicate his beauty to the ſame. 

Could we but learne from whence his forrowes grow, 

We would as willingly give cure, as know. 


Enter Romeo. 


Benu. See where he comes, ſo pleaſe you ſtep aſide, 
Ile know his greeuance or be much denide. 
Moun. I would thou wert ſo happy by thy ſtay, 


To heare true ſhrift, come madam lets away, Excunt. 


Benucl, Good morrow couſin. 

Romeo. Is the day ſo young? 

Ben. But new ſtrooke nine. 

Romeo. Ay me ſad houres ſeeme long: 
Was that my father that went hence ſo faſt ? 
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or Romeo any IurTET. 


Ben. It was: what ſadnes lengthens Romeos houres ? 
Ro. Not hauing that, which hauing, makes them ſhort, 
Ben. In loue. 

Romeo. Out. 

Ben. Of loue. 

Rom. Out of her fauour where I am in loue. 

Ben. Alas that loue ſo gentle in his view, 

Should be ſo tyrannous and rough in proofe. 

Romeo. Alas that lone, whoſe view is muffled till, 
Should without eyes, ſee pathwaies to his will : 
Where ſhall we dine ? O me, what fray was here ? 
Yet tell me not, for I haue heard it all: 

Heres much to doe with hate, but more with loue. 
Why then O brawling loue, O louing hate, 

O any thing of nothing firſt created: 

O heauie lightneſſe, ſerious vanity, 

Miſhapen Chaos of welſeeing formes, 

Feather of lead, bright ſmoke, cold fier, ſicke health, 
Still waking ſleepe, that is not what it is. 

This loue feele I, that teele no loue in this, 

Doeſt thou not laugh? 

Ben. No coze, I rather weepe. 

Rom. Good heart at what? 

Ben. At thy good harts oppreſſion. 

Romeo. Why ſuch is loues tranſgreſſion. 

Griefes of mine owne lie heauie in my breaſt, 

Which thou wilt propagate to haue it preaſt, 

With more of thine, this love that thou haſt ſhowne, 
Doth ad more griefe, to too much of mine owne, 
Loue is a ſmoke made with the fume of ſighes, 

Being purgd, a fire ſparkling in lovers eyes, 

Being vext, a ſea nouriſht with louing teares, 

What is it elſe ? A madneſſe, moſt diſcreet, 


THE MOST LAMENTABLE TRACIEDIE 


A choking gall, and a preſeruing ſweet : 
Farewell my coze. 
Ben, Soft I will goe along. 
And if you leaue me ſo, yon doe me wrong. 
Rom. Tut J haue loſt my ſelfe, I am not here, 
This is not Romeo, hees ſome other where. 
Ben. Tell me in ſadneſſe, who is that you lone ? 
Rom. What ſhall J grone and tell thee ? 
Ben. Grone, why no: but ſadly tell me who. 
Rom. A ſicke man in ſadneſſe makes + his will: 
A word ill vrgd to one that is ſo ill: 
In ſadneſſe cozin, I do loue a woman. 
Ben. J aymd ſo neare, when I ſuppoſde you lou'd. 
Rom. A right good marke man, and ſhee's faire I loue. 
Ben. A right faire marke faire coze is ſooneſt hit. 
Romeo. Well in that hit you miſſe, ſheel not be hit 
With Cup:ds arrow, ſhe hath Dians wit: 
And in ſtrong proofe of chaſtitie well armd, 
From loues weake childiſh bow ſhe lines vacharmd. 
Shee will not ſtay the ſiege of louing tearmes, 
Nor bide th' incounter of aſſailing eyes. 
Nor ope her lap to ſainct- ſeducing gold, 
O ſhe is rich in beautie, onely poore, 
That when ſhe dies, with beautie dies her ſtore. 
Ben. Then the hath ſworne, that ſhe will ſtill line chaſt ? 
Rem. She hath, and in that ſparing, make huge waſt: 
For beauty ſteru'd with her ſeverity, 
Cuts beauty off from all poſteritie. 
She is too faire, too wiſe, wiſely too faire, 
To merit bliſſe by making me diſpaire: 
She hath forſworne to loue, and in that vow, 
Pol liue dead, that line to tell it now. 
Ben. Be rulde by me, forget to thinke of her. 
Km. O teach me how I ſhould forget to thinke. | 
* Bid a, ＋ make, Ro. 
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Ro. By giuing liberty vnto thine eyes, 
Examine other beauties, 
No. Tis the way to call hers (exquiſit) in queſtion more, 
Theſe happy maſkes that kiſſe faire ladies browes, 
Being blacke, puts vs in mind they hide the faire : 
He that is ſtrooken blind, cannot forget 
The precious treaſure of his eye-ſight loſt, 
Shew me a miſtreſſe that is paſſing faire, 
What doth her beauty ſerue but as a note, 
Where I may read who paſt that paſſing faire : 
Farewell thou canſt not teach me to forget, 
Ben. Ile pay that doctrine, or elle die in debt. Excunt. 


Enter Capulet, countie Paris, and the Clowne. 


Cap, Monntague F is bound as well as I, 
In penalty alike, and tis not hard I thinke, 
For men ſo old as wee to keepe the peace. 
Par. Of honourable reckoning are you both, 
And pittie tis you liu'd at ods ſo long: 
But now my lord, what ſay you to my ſute ? 
Caßu. But ſaying ore what I haue ſaid before, 
My child is yet a ſtranger in the world, 
Shee hath not ſeene the change of fourteene yearcs, 
Let two more ſummers wither in their pride 
Ere we may thinke her ripe to be a bride. 
Pari. Younger then ſhe, are happy mothers made. 
Capu. And too ſoone mard are thoſe ſo early made 
Earth hath ſwallowed all my hopes but ſhe, 
Shees * the hopefull lady of my earth, 
But wooe her gentle Paris, get her heart, 
My will to her conſent, is but a part, 
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And ſhe agree, within her ſcope of choiſe 

Lyes my conſent, and faire according voice : 

This night I hold, an old accuſtomd feaſt, 
Whereto I haue inuited many a gueſt, 

Such as I loue, and you among the ſtore, 

One more, moſt welcome makes my number more: 
At my poore houſe, looke to behold this night, 
Earth treading ſtarres, that make darke heauen light, 
Such comfort as do luſty young men feele, 

When well appareld Aprill on the heele 

Of limping winter treads, euen ſuch delight 
Among freſh fennell buds ſhall you this night 
Inherit at my houſe, heare all, all fee : 

And like her moſt, whoſe merit moſt ſhall be: 
Which one + more veiw of many, mine being one, 
May ſtand in number though in reckning none, 
Come goe with me, goe ſirrah tradge about, 
Through faire Verona, find thoſe perſons out, 


Whoſe names are written there, and to them ſay, 


My houſe and welcome, on their pleaſure ſtay, Exit, 

Ser. Find them out whoſe names are written. Here it is 
written, that the ſhoo-maker ſhould meddle with his yard, 
and the tayler with his laſt, the fiſher with his penſill, and 
the painter with his nets. But J am ſent to find thoſe perſons 
whoſe names are here writ, and can neuer find what names 


the writing perſon hath here wrir, (I muſt to the learned) in 
good time 


Enter Benuolio, and Romeo. 


Ben. Tut man one fire burnes out an others burning, 
One paine is leſned by an others anguiſh: 
Turne giddie, and be holpe by backward turning : 
One deſperate greefe, cures with an others languiſh: 


＋ on 
Take 
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Take thou ſome new infection to the eye, 
And the rank poyſon of the old wil die. 
Romeo, Your plantan leate is excellent for that. 
Ben. For what I pray thee ? 
Romeo. For your broken ſhin. 
Ben. Why Romeo art thou mad ? 
Rom. Not mad but bound more then a mad man is: 
Shut vp in priſon, kept without my foode, 
' Whipt and tormented : and godden good fellow, 
Ser. Godgigoden, I pray fir can you read? 
Rom. I mine owne fortune in my miſeric. 
Ser. Perhaps you haue learned it without booke : 
But I pray can you read any thing you ſce ? 
Rom. I if I know the letters and the language. 
Ser. Ye ſay honeſtly, reſt you merry. 
Rom. Stay fellow, I can read. 


He reades the letter. 


Seigneur Martino, and his wife and daughters: county An- 
ſelme and his beautious ſiſters : the ladie widdow of Vtruuio, 
ſeigneur Placentio, and his lovely neeces : Mercutio and his bro- 
ther Valentine: mine vncle Capulet his wife and daughters: my 
faire neece Roſaline, Liuia, ſeigneur Valentio, and his coſen 
Tybalt : Lucio and the lively Helena, 

A faire aſſembly, whither ſhould they come? 
. 

Ro. Whither to ſupper, 

Ser. To our houſe. 

Ro. Whoſe houſe ? 

Ser. My maiſters. 

Ko, Indeede I ſhould haue askt you that before. 

Ser. Now lle tell you without asking. My maiſter is the 
great rich Caßulet, and if you be not of the houſe of Moun- 

tagues, 


: 
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tagues, I pray come and cruſh a cup of wine. Reſt yon 
merry. 

Ben. At this ſame auncient feaſt of Capulets, 
Sups the faire Ro/aline whom thou ſo loves : + 
With all the admired beauties of Verona, 

Goe thither and with vnattainted eye, 
Compare her face with ſome that I ſhall ſhew, 
And I will make the thinke thy ſwan a crow, 

Ro. When the deuout religion of mine eye, 
Maintaines ſuch falſhood, then turne teares to fier : 
And theſe who often drownd, could neuer die, 
Tranſparent hereticques be burnt for liers. 

One fairer then my loue ? the all ſeeing ſun 
Nere ſaw her match, ſince firſt the world begun. 

Ben. Tut you ſaw her faire none elſe being by, 

Her ſelfe poyſde with her ſelfe in either eye: 

But in that chriſtall ſcales let there be wald, 

Your ladies loue againſt ſome other maid, 

That I will ſhew you ſhining at this feaſt, 

And ſhe ſhall ſcant ſhew well, that now ſhewes beſt. 

Ro. Ile goe along no ſuch ſight to be ſhowne, 

But to reioyce in ſplendor of mine owne. 


Enter Capulets wife and Nurle. 


Wife. Nurſe wher's my daughter ? call her forth to me. 

Nurſe. Now by my maidenhead, at twelue yeare old [ 
bad * her come, what lamb, what ladi-bird, God forbid, 
Wheres this girle ? what Juliet. 


Enter Iuliet. 


Juliet. How now who calls? 
Mur. Your mother. 


+ loueft * bad, 
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1uli, Madam I am here, what is your will!? 
Wife. This is the matter. Nurſe give leaue a while, wee 
muſt talke in ſecret. Nurſe come backe againe, I haue re- 


membred me, thou'ſe heare our counſell. Thou knoweſt my 


daughters of a prety age. 

Nurſe. Faith I can tell her age vnto an houre. 

IVife. Shees not fourteene. 

Nurſe. Ile lay fourteene of my teeth, and yet to my teene 
be it ſpoken, I haue but foure, ſhees not fourteene. 

How long is it now to Lammas-tide ? 55 
Mie. A fortnight and odde dayes. : 
Nurſe. Euen or odd, of all daies in the yeare come Lam- 

mas eue at night ſhall ſhe be fourteene. Sy/an and ſhe, God 

reſt all chriſtian ſouls, were of an age. Well San is with 

God ſhee was to good for mee. But as I ſaid on Lammas 

eue at night ſhall ſhee bee fourteene, 7hat * ſhall ſhee marrie, 

I remember it well. Tis ſince the earth-quake now eleven 

yeares, and ſhe was weand I neuer ſhall forget it, of all the 

daies of the yeare vpon that day: for I had then laid worme- 
wood to my dug ſitting in the ſunne vnder the douehouſe 
wall. My lord and you were then at Mantua, nay I doe 
beare a braine. But as I ſaide, when it did taſt the worme- 
wood on the nipple of my dugge, and felt it bitter, pretty 
foole, to ſee it teachie and fall out with the dugge, Shake 
quoth the doue-houſe, twas no neede I trow to bid mee trudge: 
and ſince that time it is a leuen yeares, for then ſhe could 
ſtand a lone, nay bi'th roode ſhe could haue runne and wad- 
led all about: for even the day before ſhe broke her brow, 
and then my huſband, God bee with his ſoule, a was a merrie 
man, tooke vp the child, yea quoth hee, doeſt thou fall vpon 
thy face ? thou wilt fall backeward when thou haſt more wit, 
wilt thou not Jule? and by my holydam, the pretty wretch 
left crying, and faid I: to fee now. how a ieſt ſhall come 
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about, I warrant, and I ſhall line a thouſand yeares, I ne- 
uer ſhould forget it: wilt thou not Jule quoth he: and pretty 


foole it tinted, and ſaid I. 


Old La. Inough of this, I pray thee hold thy peace. 

Nurſe. Yes madam, yet I cannot chuſe but laugh, to thinke 
it ſhould leaue crying and ſay I: and yet I warrant it had vþon * 
it brow, a bompe as big as a yong cockrels ſtone ? a perilous 
knock, and it cryed bitterly. Yea quoth my huſband, fallſt 
vpon thy face, thou wilt fall backward whea thou commeſt to 
age: wilt thou not Jule? It ſtinted, and ſaid J. 

Iuli. And ſtint thou too, I pray thee nurſe, ſay I. 

Nurſe. Peace I haue done: God marke thee too his grace, 
thou waſt the pretticſt babe that ere I nurſt, and I might 
live to ſee thee married once. I haue my wiſh. 

Old La. Marry that marry is the very theame 
I came to talke of, tell me daughter Juliet, 

How ſtands your diſpoſitions to be marricd ? 

Iuli. Tt is an houre that I dreame not of. 

Nurſe. An houre, were not I thine onely nurſe, I would 
fay thou hadſt ſuckt | wiſedome from thy teat. 

Old La. Well think of marriage now, yonger then you 
Here in Verona, ladies of eſteeme, 

Are made already mothers by my count, 

I was your mother, much vpon thele yeares 
That you are now a maide, thus then in briefe: 
The valiant Paris ſeekes you for his love. 

Nurſe. A man young lady, lady, ſuch a man as all the world, 
Why hees a man of waxe. ; 

Old La. Veronas ſummer hath not ſuch a flower. 

Nurſe. Nay hees a flower, in faith a very flower. 

Old La. What ſay you, can you loue the gentieman ? 
This night you ſhall behold him at our feaſt, 

Read ore the volume of young Paris face, 


® 87g Ned thy 


7 
x 
* 
1 
* 
I 
+ 
Ly 
< 
wo 
IS 
"I 
* 
= 
* 
1 
* 
* 
1 
* 
1 * 
7 7 
«|. 
Y 
f 


* 


N 


or Romeo Ax pD lurrET. 


And find delight, writ there with beauties pen, 

Examine euery ſeuerall liniament, | 

And ſee how one an other lends content : 

And what obſcurde in this faire volume lies, 

Find written in the margeant of his eyes. 

This precious booke of loue, this vnbound lover, 

To beautifie him, onely lacks a couer. 

The fiſh lives in the ſea, and tis much pride 

For faire without, the faire within to hide : 

That booke in mantes * eyes doth ſhare the glorie, 

That in gold claſpes, locks in the golden ſtorie : 

So ſhall you ſhare all that he doth poſſeſſe, 

By hauing him, making your ſelfe no leſſe. 
Nurſe. No leſſe nay bigger women grow by men. 
Od La. Speake briefly can you like of Paris loue ? 
Juli. Ile looke to like, if looking liking moue. 

But no more deepe will I endart mine eye 

Then your conſent giues ſtrength to make fly. 


Enter ſeruing. 


Seruing. Maddam, the gueſts are come, ſupper ſeru'd vp, you 
cald, my young lady aſkt for, the nurſe curſt in the pantrie, 


and every thing in extremitie : I muſt hence to wait, I be- 
ſeech you follow ſtraight, 


Mo. We follow thee, Juliet the countie ſtaies. 
Nurſe. Goe gyrle, ſeeke happie nights to happie dayes. 
Exeunt. 


Enter Romeo, Mercutio, Benuolio, with fue or fixe other 


maſters, torch bearers, 


Romeo. What ſhall this ſpeech be ſpoke for our Cxcule 2 a 
Or ſhall we on without apologie ? 


* many. 
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Ben. The date is out of ſuch prolixitie, 
Wecle haue no Cupid, hud winckt with a ſkarfe, 
Bearing a Tartars painted bow of lath, 
Skaring the ladies like a crow-keeper. 
But let them meaſure vs by what they will, 
Weele meaſure them a meaſure and be gone. 
Rm. Giue me a torch, I am not for this ambling, 
Being but heauy I will beare the light. 
Mercu. Nay gentle Romeo, we muſt haue you dance. 
Rg. Not I belecue me, you haue dancing ſhooes 
With nimble ſoles, I haue a ſoule of lead 
So ftakes me to the ground I cannot moue. 
Mer. You are a louer, borrow Cupids wings, 
And ſore with them aboue a common bound. 
Romeo. I am too ſore enpearced with his ſhaft, 
To ſoare with his light fethers, and ſo bound, 
I cannot bound a pitch aboue dull woe, 
Vnder loues heauy burthen doe I ſinke. 
Horatio. And to ſinke in it ſhould you burthen loue, 
Too great oppreſſion for a tender thing. 
Konico. Is lone a tender thing? it is too rough, 
Too rude, too boyſterous, and it pricks like thorne, 
Mer. If loue be rough with you be rough with loue 
Prick loue for pricking, and you beat loue downe, 
Give me a caſe to put my viſage in, 
A viſor for a viior, what care I 
What curious eye doth quote deformities : 
Here are the beetle browes ſhall bluth for me. 
Ben. Come knocke and enter, and no ſooner in, 
But eucry man betakes * him to his legs, | 
Ro. A torch for me, let wantons light of heart 
Tickle the ſenceleſſe ruſhes with their heeles : 
For I am proucrbd with a graunſire phraſe, 
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ne be a candle-holder and looke on, 
The game was nere fo faire, and I am dun, 
Mer. Tut, duns the mouſe, the conſtables owne word 
If chou art dun, weele draw thee from the mire 
Or ſaue you reverence loue, whercin thou ſtickeſt 
Vp to the eares, come we burne day-light ho, 
Rom Nay thats not fo, 
Mer. I meane fir in delay 
We waſt our lights in vaine, lights lights by day: 
Take our good meaning, for our iudgement fits 
Fiue times in that, ere once in our fine wits. 
Ram. And we meane well in going to this maſke, 
But tis no wit to go. 
Mer. Why may one aſke ? 
Rom. I dreampt a dreame to night, 
Mer. And ſo did I. 
Rom. Well what was yours? 
Mer. That dreamers often lye. 
Ro. In bed a fleepe while they doe dreame things true, 
Mer. O then I ſee queene Mab hath beene with you: 
She is the fairies midwife, and ſhee comes in ſhape no bigger 
the an agat ſtone, on the forefinger of an alderman, drawne 
with a teeme of little atomies, ouer mens noſes as they lie 
aſleepe : her waggon ſpokes made of long ſpinners legs: the 
couer of the wings of graſhoppers, her traces of the ſmalleſt 
ſpider F web, her collers of the moonſhines watry beames, her 
whip of crickets bone, the laſh of philome, her waggoner, a 
ſmall gray coated gnat, not halfe ſo bigge as a round little 
worme, prickt from the lazie finger of a man. Her chariot is an 
emptie haſel nut, made by the ioyner ſquirrel or old grub, time 
out a + mind, the faries coachmakers : and in this ſtate ſhe 
gallops night by night, throgh louers brains, and then they 
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dream of lone. On courtiers knees, that dreame on curſes 
ſtrait, ore lawyers fingers who ſtrait dreame on fees, ore ladies 
lips who ſtraight on kiſſes dreame, which oft the angry Mab 
with bliſters plagues, becauſe their breath with ſweete meats 
tainted are. Sometime ſhe gallops ore a courtiers noſe, and 
then dreame * he of ſmelling out a ſute : and ſometime comes 
ſhee with a tithpigs tale, tickling a parſos noſe as a lies a 
ſleepe, the he dreams of another benefice. Somtime ſhe drin- 
eth ore a ſouldiers neck, and then dreames he of cutting for- 
raine throats, of breaches, ambuſcados, Spaniſh blades : of 
healths five fadome deepe, and then anon drums in his care, at 
which he ſtartes and wakes, and being thus frighted, ſweares a 
prayer or two and ſleepes againe : this is that very Mab that 
plats the manes of horſes in the night: and bakes the elklocks + 
in foule futtiſh haires, which once vntangled, much misfor- 
tune bodes. | 
'This is the hag, when maides lie on their backs, 
That preſſes them, and learnes them firſt to beare, 
Making them women of good carriage : 
This is ſhe, | 

Romeo, Peace, peace, Mercutis peace, 
Thou talkſt of nothing. 
Merc. True, I talke of dreames : 
Which are the children of an idle braine, 
Begot of nothing but vaine phantaſie: 
Which is as thin of ſubſtance as the ayre, 
And more inconſtant then the wind, who wooes 
Euen now the frozen boſome of the north: 
And being angerd puffes away from thence, 
Turning his ſide to the dew dropping ſouth. 

Ben. This wind you talke of, blowes vs from ourſelues, 
Supper is done, and we ſhall come too late. 
Ro, I feare too early, for my mind miſgiues, 
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Some conſequence yet hanging in the ſtarres, 
Shall bitterly begin his fearefull date 
With this nights reuels, and expire the terme 
Of a deſpiſed life cloſde in my breſt: 
By ſome vile forfeit of vntimely death, 
But he that hath the ftirrage + of my courle, 
Direct my ſute ; on luſtie gentlemen, 

Ben. Strike drum. 


They march about the tage, and ſeruingmen come forth with 
napkins, 


Enter Romeo, 


Ser. Wheres Potþan that he helpes not to take away? 
He ſhift a trencher, he ſcrape a trencher ? 

1. When good manners ſhall lie all in one or two mens 
hands, and they vnwaſht too, tis a foule thing, 

Ser. Away with the ioynſtooles, remoue the court cubbert, 
looke to the plate, good thou, ſane mee a peece of marchpane, 
and as thou loues mee, let the porter let in Sſan Grind/tone, 
and Nell, Ant honie and Patpban. 

2. I boy readie. 


Ser. You are lookt for, and cald for, aſkt for, and ſought 


for in the great chamber. 
3. We cannot be here and there too, chearely boyes, 
Be briſk a while, and the longer liver take all. Exeunt 


Enter all the gueſts and gentlewomen to the maskers. 


1. Caßu. Welcome gentlemen, ladies that haue their toes 
Vaplagued with cornes, will walke about with you: 
Ah my miſtreſſes, which of you all 
Will now deny to dance, ſhe that makes dainty, 
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She Ile ſweare hath cornes: am I come neare ye now? 
Welcome gentlemen, I haue ſeene the day 

That I haue worne a viſor and could tell 

A whiſpering tale in a faire ladies eare : 

Such as would pleaſe : tis gone, tis gone, tis gone, 
You are welcome gentlemen, come muſitians play: 


Muſicke plaies, and they dance, 


A hall, a hall, give roome, and foote it girles, 
More light you knaues, and turne the tables vp: 
And quench the fler, the roome is growne too hot. 
Ah ſirrah, this vnlookt for ſport comes well: 
Nay fit, nay fit, good cozin Capulet, 
For you and I are paſt our dauncing dates : 
How long iſt now ſince laſt your ſelfe and J 
Were in a maſltle? 

2. Capu, Berlady thirty yeares. 

1 Caßu. What man tis not ſo much, tis not ſo much, 
Tis fince the nuptiall of Lucientio, 
Come Pentycoſt as quickly as it will. 
Some ſiue and twenty yeares, and then we maikt. 

2 Cafw. "Vis more, tis more, his ſonne is elder ſir: 
His ſonne is thirty. 

1 Capu. Will you tell me that? 
His ſonne was but a ward two yeares agoe. 

Ro. What ladie is that which doth in rich the hand 
Of yonder knight ? 

Ser. I know not fir. 

Ro. O ſhe doth teach the ks to burne bright : 
It ſeemes the hangs vpon the cheeke of night, 
As a rich jewel in an thios eare, 


| Beauty too rich for vſe, for earth too deare : 


So ſhewes a ſnowie doue trooping with crowes, 
As yonder lady ore her fellowes ſhowes ; 
The 
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or Romro and Turier. 


The meaſure done, Ile watch her place of ſtand, 
And touching hers, make bleſſed my rude hand. 
Did my heart loue till now, forſweare it ſight, 
For I nere ſaw true beanty till this night, 

Tib. This by his voice, ſhould be a Mountague. 


Fetch me my rapier boy, what dares the ſlaue 


Come hether couerd with an antique face, 
To fleere and ſcorne at our ſolemnitie? 
Now by the ſtocke and ho our of my kin, 
To ſtrike him dead I hold it not a fin, 


Capu. Why how now kinſman wherefore ſtorme you fo ? 


Tib. Vncle this is a Mountague our foe : 
A villaine that is hither come in ſpight, 
To ſcorne at our ſolemnitie this night. 
cabu. Young Romeo is it. 
Tib. Tis he, that villaine Romez. 
Capu, Content thee gentle coze, let him alone, 
A beares him like a portly gcatleman : 
And to ſay truth, Verona brags of him, 
To be a vertuous and well gouernd youth, 
I would not for the welth of all this towne, 
Here in my houſe doe him diſparagement : 
Therefore be patient, take no note of him, 
It is my will, the which if thou reſpect, 
Shew a faire preſence, and put off theſe trownes, 
An ill beſeeming ſemblance for a feaſt. 
Tib. It fits when ſuch a villaine is a gueſt, 
Ile not endure bim. 
Capu. He ſhall be endured. 
What goodman boy, I ſay he ſhall, go too, 
Am I the maiſter here or you? go too, 
Youle not endure him, God ſhall mend my ſoule, 
Youle make a mutinie among my gueſts : 
You will ſet cock a hoope, youle be the man, 
G4 
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THE MOST LAMENTABLE TRAGEDIE 


Ti, Why uncle, tis a ſhame, 

Capu. Go too, go too, 
You are a ſawcy boy, iſt ſo indeed ? 
This tricke may chance to ſcath you I know what, 
You mult contrary me, marry tis time, 
Well ſaid my hearts, you are a princox, goe, 
Be quiet, or more light, more light for ſhame, * 
Ile make you quiet (what) chearely my hearts. 

Ti. Patience perforce, with willfull choler meeting, 

Makes my fleſh tremble in their different greeting: 

I will withdraw but this intruſion ſhal 

Now ſeeming {weete, conuert to bitter gall. Exit. 
Ro. If I prophane with my vnworthieſt hand, 

This holy ſhrine, the gentle ſin is this, 

My lips two bluching pylgrims did | ready ſtand, 

To ſmooth that rough touch with a tender kiſſe. 

Iu. Good pilgrime you do wrong your hand too much 
Which mannerly denotion ſhewes in this, | 
For ſaints hane hands, that pilgrims hands doe tuch, 
And palme to palme is holy palmers kiſſe. 

Ro. Haue not ſaints lips and holy palmers too? 

Iuli. I pilgrim, lips that they muſt vſe in prayer. 
Nom. O then deare ſaint, let lips doe what hands doe, 
They pray (grant thou) leaſt faith turne to diſpaire. 

11, Saints doe not moue, though grant for prayers ſake. 

Ro, Then moue not while my prayers effect J take, 
Thus from my lips, by thine my fin is purgd. 

Iu, Then haue my lips the ſin that they haue tooke, 
Ko. Sin from my lips, O treſpas ſweetly vrgd : 

Give me my fin againe. 
Iuli. You kiſſe bith booke. 
Nur. Madam your mother craues a word with you, 


® more ligbt, Ec. in a parentheſis, T did omitted, 


Rom. 


OF RoMEoO AND IULIET. 


Rom. What is her mother? 
Nurſ. Marrie batcheler, 
Her mother is the lady of the houſe, 
And a good ladie, and a wiſe and vertnous, 
I nurſt her daughter that you talkt withall : 
I tell you, he that can lay hold of her, 
Shall haue the chincks. 
Rom. Is ſhe a Capulet ? 
O deare account ! my life is my foes debt. 
Ben, Away, be gone, the ſport is at the beſt. 
Rom. I ſo J feare, the more is my vnreſt. 
Capu. Nay gentlemen prepare not to be gone, 
We haue a trifling fooliſh banquet towards: 
Is it ene ſo? why then I thanke you all. 
I thanke you honeſt gentlemen, good night : 
More torches here, come on, then lets to bed. 
Ah firrah, by my faie it waxes late, 
Ile to my reſt, 
Iuli. Come hither nurſe, what is yond gentleman ? 
Nurſ. The ſonne and heire of old y rio. 
Iuli. Whats he that now is going out of doore? 
Nur. Marrie that I thinke be young Petruchio. 
Juli, Whats he that follows here that would not dance? 
Nurſ. I know not. 
Iuli. Go aſke his name, if he be married, 
My graue is like to be my wedding bed. 
Nur/. His name is Romeo, and a Mountague, 
The onely ſonne of your great enemie. 
lul. My onely love ſprung from my onely hate, 
Too early ſeene, vaknowne, and knowne too late, 
Prodigious birth of loue it is to mee, 
That J muſt loue a loathed enemie. 
Nurſ. Whats tis? whats tis? 
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THE MOST LAMENTABLE TRAGEDIE 


fu. A rime I leart even now 
Of one I danſt withall. 


One cals within luliet. 


Nurſ. Anon, anon: 
Come lets away, the ſtrangers all are gone, Exe, 


Chorus, 


Now old deſire doth in his deathbed lie, 

And yong affection gapes to be his heire, 

That faire for which loue gron'de for * and would die, 
With tender Juliet matcht, is now not faire. 

Now Rome is beloued, and loues againe, 

A like bewitched by the charme of lookes : 

But to his foe ſuppoſde he muſt complaine, 

And ſhe ſteale lones ſweet bait from fearcfull kookes : 
Being held a foe, he may not have acceſſe 

To breath ſuch vowes as louers vie to ſweare, 

And ſhe as much in lone, her meanes much leſſe, 

To meete her new beloued any where: 

But paſſion lends them power, time meanes to meete, 
| Tempring extremities with extreame ſwecte. 


Enter Romeo alone. 


| Rom. Can I goe forward when my heart is here, 
j Turne backe dull earth and find thy center out. 


Enter Benuolio, with Mercutio. 


Ben. Romeo, my cozen Romeo, Romeo. 

Mer. He is wiſe, and on my life hath ſtolne him home to 
bed. | 

Ben. He ran this way and leapt this orchard wall. 
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or Romeo AN p lIuLIETr. 


Call good Mercutio : 
Nay Ile coniure too. 

Mer. Romeo, humours, madman, paſſion louer, 
Appeare thou in the likeneſle of a ſigh, 
Speake but one rime and I am ſatisfied : 
Cry but ay me, prouaunt, but loue and day, * 
Speake to my goſhip Venus one faire word, 
One nickname for + her purblind ſonne and her 5, 
Young Abraham: Cupid he that ſhot ſo true, 
When king Cophetua lou'd the begger maid. 


He heareth not, he friveth | not, he moueth not, 


The ape is dead, and I muſt coniure him, 

Iconiure the by Ro/alines bright eyes, 

By her high forehead, and her ſcarlet lip, 

By her fine foote, ſtraight leg, and quiuering thigh, 
And the demeanes, that there adiacent lie, 


That in thy likeneſſe thou appeare to vs. 
Ben. And if he heare thee thou wilt anger him. 


Mer. This cannot anger him, t'would anger him 


To raiſe a ſpirit in his miſtreſſe circle, 

Of ſome ſtrange nature, letting it there ſtand 
Till ſhe had Jaide it, and contured it downe, 
That were ſome ſpight. 


My inuocation is faire and honeſt, and in his miſtreſſe name, 


I coniure onely but to raiſe vp him. 


Ben. Come, he hath hid himſelfe among theſe t trees 


To be conſorted with the humerous night: 
Blind is his lone, and beſt befits the darke. 


Mer. If loue be blind, loue cannot hit the marke, 


Now will he fit vnder a medler tree, 

And wiſh his miſtreſſe were that kinde of fruite, 
As maides call medlers when they laugh alone, 
O Romeo that ſhe were, O that ſhe were 
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THE MOST LAMENTABLE TRAGEDIE 


An open, or thou * a poprin peare. 
Remes goodnight Ile to my truccle bed, 
This field- bed is to cold for me to ſleepe, 
Come ſhall we goe ? 0 
Ben. Gothen, for tis in vaine to ſeeke him here 


That meanes not to be found. Exit. 


Ro. He ieaſts at ſcarres that neuer felt a wound, 
But ſoft, what light through yonder windowe breaks ? 
It is the caſt, and Juliet is the ſunne. 
Ariſe faire ſun and kill the enuious moone, 
Who is already ſicke and pale with griefe, 
That thou her maid art far more faire then ſhe: 
Be not her maid ſince ſhe is enuious, 
Her veſtal livery is but ſicke and preene, 
And none but fooles doe weare it, caſt it off: 
It is my lady, O it is my love, O that ſhe knew ſhe were, 
She ſpeakes yet ſhe ſayes nothing, what of that? 
Her eye diſcourſes, I will anſwere it: 
1 am too bold tis not to me ſhe ſpeakes : 
Two of the faireſt ſtarres in all the heauen, 
Hauing ſome buſincs do entreat her eyes, 
To twinckle in their ſpheres till they returne. 
What if her eyes were there, they in her head, 
The brightneſſe of her cheeke would ſhame thoſe ſtarres, 


As day-light doth a lampe, her eye in heauen, 


Would through the ayrie region ſtreame ſo bright, 
That birds would ſing, and thinke it were not night : 
See how ſhe leanes her checke vpon her hand. 
O that I were a gloue vpon that hand, 
That I might touch that cheeke. 
Iuli. Ay me 

Rom. She ſpeakes. 

Oh ſpeake againe bright angell, for thou art 


As glorious to this night being ore my head, 
* and cætera, and thou, 
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As is a winged meſſenger of heauen 

Vnto the white vpturned wondring eyes, 
Of mortalls that fall backe to gaze on him, 
When he beſtrides the lazie puffing cloudes, 
And failes vpon the boſome of the ayre. 


Tuli. O Romeo, Romeo, wherefore art thou Romeo? 


Denie thy father and refuſe thy name: 
Or if thou wilt not, be but ſworne my loue, 
And Ile no longer be a Cap ulet. 


Rom. Shall I heare more, or ſhall I ſpeake at this? 
Iuli. Tis but thy name that is my enemy: 


Thou art thy ſelfe, though not a Mountague, 
Whats Mountague ? it is nor hand nor foote, 
Nor arme nor face, O be ſome other name 
Belonging to a man. 

Whar's in a name that which we call a roſe, 
By any other word would ſmell as ſweecte, 
So Romeo would, were he not Romeo cald, 
Retaine that deare perfection which he owes, 
Without that title, Romeo doffe thy name, 
And for thy name which is no part of thee, 
Take all my ſelfe. 

Ro. I take thee at thy word: 
Call me but loue, and Ile be new baptizde, 
Hence forth I neuer will be Romes. 


Juli. What man art thou, that thus beſcreend in night 


So ſtumbleſt on my counſcll ? 


Ro. By a name, I know not how to tell thee who I am : 


My name deare faint, is hatefull to my ſelfe, 
Becauſe it is an enemy to thee, 
Had I it written, I would teare the word. 


luli. My eares haue yet not drunke a hundred words 
Ok thy tongues vttering, yet I know the ſound. 


Art thou not Romeo, and a Mountague ? 
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Tyr MOST LAMENTABLE TRACEDII 


Rim. Neither faire maide, if either thee diſlike, 
141, How cameſt thou hither, tell me, and wherefore ? 
The orchard walls are high and hard to climbe, 
And the place death, conſidering who thou art 
If any of my kinſmen find thee here. 
Ro. With lones light wings did I oreperch theſe walls, 
i For ſtony limits cannot hold loue out, 
9 And what loue can do, that dares loue attempt: 
i Therefore thy kinſmen are no ſtop to me. 
Il Tu. If they do ſee thee, they will murther thee. 
if No. Alacke there lies more perill in thine eye, 
Then twenty of their ſwords, looke thou but ſweete, 
And I am proofe againſt their enmity. 
Iu. I would not for the world they ſaw thee here. 
Rom. J haue nights cloake to hide me from their eyes, 
And but thou loue me, let them find me here 
My life were better ended by their hate, 
| Then death proroged wanting of thy loue. 
4 Iuli. By whoſe direction foundſt thou out this place ? 
1 Ro. By loue that firſt did promp me to enquire, 


| He lent me counſell, and I lent him eyes: 

i | I am no pylot, yet wert thou as far 

1 As that vaſt ſhore waſhet with the fartheſt ſea, 
l I ſhould aduenture for ſuch marchandile. 

i Iuli. Thou knoweſt the maske of night is on my face, 
Elſe. would a maiden bluſh bepaint my cheeke, 

For that which thou haſt heard me ſpeake to night, 
Faine would I dwell on forme, faine, faine, denie 
What I haue ſpoke, but farewell complement. 
Doeſt thou lone me? I know thou wilt fay I: 
And I will take thy word, yet if thou ſwearſt, 
Thou maicſt proue falſe, at louers periuries 
They ſay ue laughs, oh gentle Romeo, 

It thou doſt loue pronounce it faithfully : 


or RoMEO AND IULIET. 


Or if thou thinkeſt I am too quickly wonne, 
lle frowne and be peruerſe, and ſay thee nay, 
Sg thou wilt wooe, but elſe not for the world. 
In truth faire Mountague I am too fond : | 
And therefore thou maieſt thinke my behauiour light, 
But truſt me gentleman, Ile proue more true, 
Then thoſe that haue * coying to be {trange, 
I ſhould haue beene more ſtrange, I mult confeſſe, 
But that thou ouer heardſt ere I was ware 
My true lou + paſſion, therefore pardon me, 
And not impute this yeelding to light loue, 
Which the darke night hath ſo diſcouered. 

Rom. Lady, by yoader bleſſed moone I vow, 
That tips with filter all theſe fruite tree tops. 

14. O ſweare not by the moone th'inconſtant moone, 
That monethly changes in her circled orbe, 
Leaſt that thy loue proue likewiſe variable, 

Rim, What ſhall I ſweare by? 

[uli, Do not ſweare at all: 

Or if thou wilt ſweare by thy gratious ſclfe, 

AH Which is the god of my idolatry, 
3 And lle beleene thee. 

Ro. If my hearts deare loue. 

Iu, Well doe not ſweare, although I ioy in thee: 
I haue no ioy of this contract to night, 
It is too raſh, too vnaduiſde, too ſudden, 
Too like the lightning which doth ceaſe to bee, 
Ere, one can ſay, it lightcns, ſweete good night: 
This bud of lone by ſummers ripening breath, 
May proue a beautious flower when next we meete, 
Goodnight, goodnight, as {weete repoſe and reſt, 
Come to thy heart, as that within my breſt. 

Ro. O wilt thou leave me ſo vnſatisfied ? 
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THE MOST LAMENTABLE TRACEDIE 


14, What ſatisfaction canſt thou haue to night? 
Ro. Th' exchange of thy loues faithfull vow for mine. 
Iu. I gaue thee mine defore thou didſt requeſt it: 
And yet I would it were to giue againe. 
Ro. Wouldſt thou withdraw it, for what purpoſe loue ? 
Iu. But to be franke and giue it thee againe, 
And yet I wiſh but for the thing I have, 
My bounty is as boundleſſe as the ſea, 
My loue as de-pe, the more I giue to thee 
'The more I haue, for both are infinite : 
I heare ſome noyſe within, deare loue adue : 
Anon good nurſe, ſweete Meuntague be true: 
Stay but a little, I will come againe. 
Ro. O bleſſed bleſſed night, I am afeard 
Being in night, all this is but a dreame, 
Too flattering ſweet to be ſubſtantiall. 
14. Three words deare Romeo, and good night indeed, 
If that thy bent of loue be honorable, 
Thy purpoſe marriage, ſend me word to morrow, 
By one that Ile procure to come to thee, 
Where and what time thou wilt performe the right, * 
And all my fortunes at thy foote lle lay, 


And follow thee my L throughout the world. 
Madam 


I come, anon: but if thou meaneſt not well, 
Ws; Madam, 

I doe beſeech thee (by and by I come) 
To ceaſe thy rife + and leaue me to my gricte, 
To morrow:will I ſend. 

Ro. So thrine my ſoule. 

Ju. A thouſand times good night. 

Ro. A thouſand times the worſe to want thy /ight t 
Loue goes toward loue as ſchoole boyes from their bookes. 


But loue from loue, toward ſchoole with heauy lookes. 


„„ Y Wo Og PE 
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or Romeo Axp Iviitt. 


Enter Iuliet againe. 


In. Hiſt Romeo hiſt, O for a falkners voice, 
To lure this taſſel gentle backe againe, 

Bondage is hoarſe, and may not ſpeake aloude, 
Elſe would I teare the caue where eccho lies, 
And make her ayry tongue more hoarſe, then ® 
With repetition of my Romeo. 

Ro. It is my /oule I that calls vpon my name, 
How ſiluer ſweet, ſound louers tongues by night, 
Like ſofteſt muſicke to attending eares, 

Tu, Romeo. 

Rom. My neece. & 

Iul. What a clock to morrow 
Shall I ſend to thee ? 

Ro. By the houre of nine. 

luli, I will not faile, tis twenty yeares till then, 
I have forgot why I did call thee backe. 

Ro. Let me ſtand here till thou remember it. 

Iuli. I ſhall forget, to haue the ſtill ſtand there, 
Remembring how I lone thy company. 

Ro. And Ile (till ſtay, to haue thee ſtill forget, 
Forgetting any other home but this. 

Iuli. Tis almoſt morning, I would haue thee gone, 
And yet no farther then a wantons bird, 

That lets it hop a little from his hand, 

Like a poore priſoner in his twiſted giues. 

And with a ſilken thred plucks it backe againe, 
So loving iealous of his liberty. 

Nom. I would J were thy bird. 

lu. Sweet ſo would I, 

Yet I ſhould kill thee with much cheriſhing : 
Good night, good night. 
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THE MOST LAMENTABLE IT RAGEDIE 


+ Ro. Parting is ſuch ſweete ſorrow, 

0 That I ſhall ſay goodnight, till it be morrow. 

1 Ju. Sleepe dwell vpon thine eyes, peace in thy breaſt. 
"ſi Rom. Would I were ſleepe and peace fo ſweete to reſt 

1 The gray eyde morne ſmiles on the frawning night, 

1 Checkring the eaſterne clouds with fireakes of light, 

And darkneſſe fleckeld like a drunkard reeles, 

1 From forth dayes pathway, made by Titans wheeles, 

# Hence will I to my ghoſtly friers cloſe cell, 

; His helpe to craue, and my deare hap to tell, Exit. 


i Enter Frier alone with a basket. 


Fri. The grey eyde morne ſmiles on the frowning night 
| Checkring the eaſterne cloudes with ſtreaks of light : 

M1 And fleckeld darkneſſe like a drunkard reeles, 

| From forth daies path, and Titans burning wheeles : 
Now ere the {un aduance his burning eye, 

| The day to cheere, and nights danke dew to dry, 

I muſt vpfill this ofier cage of ours, 

= With balefull weedes, and precious iuiced flowers, 

| The earth that's natures mother ig her tombe, 

What is her burying grave, that is her wombe : 

And from her wombe children of divers kind 

We ſucking on her naturall boſome find : 

Many for many vertues excellent : 

None but for ſome, and yet all different. 

O * 4 is the powerfull grace that lies 

In playts, hear bs, ſtones, and their true qualities: 

For nought fo vile, that on the earth doth liue, 

But to the earth ſome ſpecial good doth gine : 


＋ Theſe two lines, in the edition of 1637, are added to the foregoing ſpeech. 
* This line is likewiſe added to the foilowing ſpeech, into which four lines of 


the fricx's have crept, trough a blunder of the printer, and are diſtinguiſhed by 
italicks, 


Tin, 


Nor 


or RoMEO AND IulLIET. 


Nor ought ſo good, but ſtraind from that faire vſe, 
Reuolts from true birth, {tumbling on abuſe, 
Vertue it ſelfe turnes vice being miſapplied, 

And vice ſometime by action dignified, 


Enter Romeo. 


Within the infant rinde of this weake flower 

Poyſon hath reſidence, and medicine power : 

For this being ſmelt with that part, cheares each part, 

Being taſted ſlayes all ſence * with the heart. 

Two ſuch oppoſed kings encampe them ſtill, 

In man as well as hearbes, grace and rude will: 

And where the worſer is predominant, 

Full ſoone the canker death eates vp that plant. 
Ro. Good morrow father. 
Fr. Benedicite. 

What early tongue ſo ſweete ſalnteth me? 

Young ſonne, it argues a diſtempered hed, 

So ſoone to bid goodmorrow to thy bed: 

Care keepes his watch in euery old mans eye, 

And where care lodges, ſleepe will neuer lye: 

But where vnbruſed youth with vnſtuft braine 

Doth couch his lims, there golden ſleepe doth raign, 

Therefore thy earlineſſe doth me aſſure, 

Thou art vprouſd with ſome diſtemprature : 

Or if not ſo, then here I hit it right, | 

Our Romeo hath not beene in bed to night. 
Ro. That laſt is true, the ſweeter reſt was mine. 
Fri. God pardon fin, waſt thou with Re/aline ? 
Rom, With Ro/aline, my ghoſtly father no, 

I haue forgot that name, and that names woe. 


Fri. Thats my good ſon, but where haſt thou beene then? 


Ko, Ile tell thee ere thou aſke it me agen⸗ 


* ſen ſes. 
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J haue beene feaſting with mine enemie, 
Wher on a ſudden one hath wounded me : 
Thats by me wounded, both our remedies 
Within thy helpe and holy phiſicke lies: 
I beare no hatred bleſſed man: for loe 
My interceſſion likewiſe ſteads my foe. 

Fri. Be plaine good ſonne and homely in thy drift, 
Ridling confeſſion, findes but ridling ſhrift, 

Rom. Then plainely know my harts deare loue is ſet 
On the faire daughter of rich Capulet : 
As mine on hers, ſo hers is ſet on mine 
And all combind, ſaue what thou muſt combine 
By holy marriage : when and where, and how, 
We met, we wooed, and made exchange of vow : 
Ile tell thee as we paſſe, but this I pray, 
That thou conſent to marrie vs to day. 

Fri. Holy S. Francis what a chanpe is here ? 
Is Roſaline that thou didſt loue ſo deare, 
So ſoone forſaken ? young mens loue then lies 
Not truely in their hearts, but in their eyes. 
IT:fu Maria, what a deale of brine 
Hath waſht thy ſallow cheekes for Ro/aline ? 
How much ſalt water throwne away in waſt, 
To ſeaſon loue that of it doth not taſt. 


The ſun not yet thy ſighes, from heauen cleares 


Thy old grones yet ringing“ in my f auncient eares : 
Lo here vpon thy cheeke the ſtaine doth ſit, 

Of an old teare that is not waſht off yet. 

If ere thou waſt thy ſelfe, and theſe woes thine, 
Thou and theſe woes, were all for Ro/aline. 

And art thou chang'd ? pronounce this ſentence then, 
Women may fall, when thers no ſtrength in men. 


* ring. + mine, 


or Romeo AND lIuLIET. 


No. Thou chidſt me oft for loning R-/aling 
Fri. For doting, not for louing pupill mine. 
Ro. And badſt me bury love. 
Fri, Not in a graue, 
To lay one in, an other out to haue. 
Ro, I pray thee chide me not, her I loue now 
Doth grace for grace, and loue for loue alow : 
The other did not fo, 
Fri. O ſhe knew well, 
Thy loue did read by rote, that could not ſpell : 
But come young wauerer, come * goe with me, 
In one reſpect Ile thy afliſtant be: 
For this alliance may ſo happy proue, 
To turne your houſholds rancor to pure love. 
Kam. O let vs hence, I ſtand on ſudden haſt. 
Fri, Wiſely and flow, they ſtumble that run faſt, 
Exeunt. 


Enter Benuolio and Mercutio. 


Merc. Where the deu'le ſhould this Romeo be ? came hee 
not home to night ? | 
Ben. Not to his fathers, I ſpoke with his man. 
Mer. Why that ſame pale hard hearted wench, that gſaline 
torments him fo, that he will ſure run mad, 
Ben. Tibalt, the kinſman to old Capulet, hath ſent a letter 
to his fathers houſe. 
Mer. A challenge on my life. 
Ben. Romeo will anſwere it. 
Mer. Any man that can write may anſwere a letter. 
Ben. Nay, he will anſwere the letters maiſter how he dares 
being dared. 
Mer. Alas poore Romeo, hee is already dead, ſtab'd with , 
white wenches blacke eye, runne through the eare with a loue 
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ſong, the very pinne of his heart, cleft with the blinde bows. 
boyes but-ſhaft, and is hee a man to encounter Tibalt ? 

Rom. Why what is Tibalt ? 

Mer. More then prince of cats. Oh hees the couragious 
captaine of complements: he fights as you ſing prickſong, 
keeps time diſtance and proportion, he reſts his minum reſts, 
one two and the third in your boſome : the very butcher of 
a filke button a dualiſt a dualiſt, a gentleman of the very firſt 
houſe of the firſt and ſecond cauſe, ah the immortall paſſado, 
the punto reuerſo, the hay. 


Ben. The what? 
Mer. The pox of ſuch antique liſping affecting phanta- 


cies, theſe new tuners of accent * : by Jeſu a very good blade, 
a very tall man, a very good whore. Why is not this a la- 
mentable thing grand/ir, F that we ſhould be thus affficted 
with theſe ſtrange flies: theſe faſhion-mongers, theſe Pardon: 
mees, who ſtand ſo much on the new forme, that they can 
not ſit at eaſe on the old bench. O their bones, their bones. 


Enter Romeo. 


Ben. Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo, 

Mer. Without his roe, like a dryed hering, O fleſh, fleſh, 
how art thou fiſhified ? now is he for the nũbers that Pe- 
trarch flowed in: Laura to his lady, was a kitchin wench, 
marrie ſhe had a better loue to berime her: Dido a dowdie, 
Cleopatra a giplie, Hellen and Hero, hildings and harlots : 
Thiſbie a grey eie or ſo, but not to the purpoſe. Signior Names 
bon ieur, theres a French ſalutation to your French flop : you 
gaue vs the counterfeit fairely laſt nighr, 

Rem. Good morrow to you both, what counterfeit did! 
glue you? 

Mer. The lip fir, the ſlip, can you not conceiue? 


® accents, I grand-ſfire, J pardeona-, 
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or RoMEO AN p lIorTET. 


Romeo. Pardon good Mercutio, my buſineſſe was great, ang 


in ſuch a caſe as mine, a man may ſtraine curteſie. 


Mer. That as much as to ſay, ſuch a caſe as yours con- 
ſtrains a man to bow in the hams. 

Romeo. Meaning to curſie. 

Mer. Thou haſt moſt kindly hit it. 

Rom. A moſt curteous expoſition. 

Mer, Nay I am the very pincke of curteſie: 

Romeo, Pinck for flower. 

Mer. Right, 

Rom. Why then is my pump well flowered. 

Mer. Sure wit, follow me this ieaſt, now till thou haſt 
worne out thy pump, that when the ſingle ſole of it is worne, 
the ieaſt may remaine after the wearing, ſoly ſingular, 

Ro. O ſingle ſolde ieaſt, ſoly ſingular for the ſingleneſſe, 

Mer. Come betweene vs good Benuolio, my wits * faints. 

Ro. Swits and ſpurs, ſwits and ſpurs, or Ile crie a match. 

Mer. Nay, if our wits run the wild gooſe chaſe, I am done: 
for thou haſt more of the wild gooſe in one of thy wits, then 
I am ſure I haue in my whole five, Was I with you there 
for the gooſe ? 

Ro. Thou waſt neuer with mee for any thing, when thou 
walt not there for the gooſe. 

Mer. I will bite thee by the eare for that ieaſt. 

Ro. Nay good gooſe bite not. 


Mer. Thy wit is a very bitter ſweting, it is a moſt ſharp 
ſawce. 


Ro. And is it not well ſeru'd in to a ſweet gooſe ? 

Mer. Oh here's a wit of cheuerell, that ſtretches from an 
ynch narrow, to an ell broad. EIT 

Ro. I ſtretch it out for that word, broad, which added to 
the gooſe, proues thee farre and wide, a broad gooſe. 

Mer. Why is not this better now, then groning for lone, 
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now art thou ſociable, now art thou Romeo: now art thoy 
what thou art, by art as well as by nature, for this driueling 
loue is like a great natural!, that runs lolling vp and downe to 
hide his bable in a hole. 

Ben. Stop there, ſtop there. 

Mer. Thou deſireſt me to ſtop in my tale againſt the haire, 

Ben. Thou wouldſt e'ſe haue made thy tale large. 

Mer. O thon art deceiu'd, I would haue made it ſhort, for 
I was come to the whole depth of my tale, and meant indeed 
to occupie the argument no longer. 


Enter Nurſe and her man. 


Ro. Heres goodly geare. 
A ſayle, a ſayle. 

Mer. Two, two, a ſhirt and a ſmocke. 

Nur. Peter : 

Peter. Anon. 

Nur, My fan Peter. 

Mer. Good Peter to hide her "IO for her fans the fairer 
face. 

Nurſ. God ye good morrow gentlemen. 

Mer. God ye gooden faire gentlewoman, 

Nur. Is it good den ? 

Mer. Tis no lefſe I tell you, for the bawdy hand of the dyall 
is now vpon the pricke of noone, 
' Nur. Out vpon you, what a man are you? 

Ro. One gentlewoma, that God hath made, himſelfe to 
mar. 
Nur. By my troth it is well ſaid, for himſelfe ro mar quath 
a: getleme ca any of you tel me wher I may find the yong 
Romeo ? 

Ro. I can tell you, but young Romeo will be older when you 
haue found him, then he was when you ſought him: I am the 


youngeſt of that name, for fault of a worſe. 
Nur. 


Fr 
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- or Romeo Ax p Toiity, 


Mur. You ſay well. 

Mer. Yeaisthe worſt wel, very wel took, ifaith, wiſely, wiſely. 

Nur. If you * be he fir, I deſire ſome confidence with you. 

Ben. She will endite him to ſome ſupper. | 

Mer. A baud, a baud, a band, So ho. 

Zo. What haſt thou found ? 

Mer. No hare fir, vnleſſe a hare fir in a lenten pie, that is 
ſomething ſtale and hoare ere it be ſpent. 

An old hare hoare, and an old hare hoare is very good meat 
in lent. 

But a hare that is re r is too much for a ſcore, when it 
hores þ ere it be ſpent, 
Romeo will you come to your fathers? weele to dinner thither. 

Ro. I will follow you. 


Mer. Farewell auncient lady, farewell lady, lady, lady. 
Excunt. 


Nur. I pray you fir, what ſawcie merchant was this that 
was ſo full of his roperie ? 

Romeo. A gentleman nurſe, that loues to heare himſelfe talke, 
and will ſpeake more in a minute, then he will ſtand to in a 
moneth. 

Nur. And a ſpeake any thing againſt me, Ile take him 
down, and a were luſtier then he is, and twentie ſuch Jacks : 
and if I cannot, Ile finde thoſe that ſhall: ſcuruie knaue, I 2m 
none of his flurt gils, I am none of his {kaines mates, and thou 
muſt ſtand by too and ſuffer every knaue to vie mee at his 


. pleaſure, 
Pet. I ſaw no man vſe you at his pleaſure : if I had, my 
weapon ſhould quickly haue been out, I warrant you, I dare 
draw aſſoone as another man, if I ſee occaſion in a good quar- 


rell, and the law on my ſide. 
Nur. Now afore God, I am fo vext, that every part about 


Me quiuers, ſkuruy knaue : pray you ſir a word: and as I 
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told you, my young lady bid me enquire you out, what ſhe bid 
me ſay, I will keepe to my ſelfe: but firſt let me tell ye, if ye 
ſhould leade her in a fooles paradiſe, as they fay it were a very 
groſſe kind of behauiour as they ſay : for the gentlewoman is 
yong : and therefore, if you ſhould deale double with her, 
truely it were an ill thing to be offered to any gentlewoman, 
and very weake dealing. 

Rom. Nurſe commend me to thy lady and miſtriſſe, I proteſt 
vnto thee. 

Nur. Good heart, and yfaith I will tell her as much : lord, 
lord ſhe will bee a ioyfall woman. 

Ro. What wilt thou tell her nurſe? thou doeſt not marke me ? 


Nur. I will tell her fir, that you doe PR which as [ 
take it, is a gentlemanlike offer, 
Rom. Bid her deuiſe ſome meanes to come to ſhrift this af. 
ternoone, 
And there ſhe ſhall at frier Lawrence cell 
Be ſhrived and married : here is for thy paines. 
Nur. No truly ſir not a penny. 
Rom. Go too, I ſay you ſhall. 
Nur. This afternoone ſir, well ſhe ſhall be there. 
Rom. And ſtay good nurſe behind the abbey wall, 
Within this houre my man ſhall be with thee, 
And bring thee cords made like a tackled* ſtaire, 
Which to the high top gallant of my toy, 
Muſt be my connoy in the ſecret night. 
Farewell be truſtie and Ile quite thy paines : 
Farewell, commend me to thy miſtreſſe. 
Nurſe. Now God in heauen bleſſe thee, harke you ſir. 
Ro. What faiſt thou my deare nurſe ? 
Nurſe. Is your man ſecret, did you nere here ſay, two may 
keepe counſell putting one away. 
Ro. Warrant thee my mans as true as ſteele. 


* tacklirg. 


0. 


or RoukO Axp IulIETr. 


Nur. Well fir, my miſtreſſe is the ſweeteſt lady, Lord, Lord, 
when twas a little prating thing. O there is a noble man in 
towne one Paris, that would faine lay knife aboord : but ſhe 


good ſoule had as leeue ſee a tode, a very tode as ſee him: I 


anger her ſometimes, and tell her that Paris is the properer 
man, but Ile warant you, when ſay fo, ſhee lookes as pale as 
any clout in the verſall world, doth not roſemarie and Romeo 
begin both with a letter, 

Ro. I nurſe, what of that? Both with an R. 

Nur. A mocker that the dogs name. R. is for the no, I 
know it begins with ſome other letter, and ſhe hath the pret- 
tieſt ſententious of it, of you and roſemary, that it would do 
you good to heare it. 

Rom. Commend me to thy lady. 

Nur. Ja thouſand times, Peter? 

Pet. Anon. 


Nur. Before and apace. Exit. 


Enter Tuliet, 


Hi. The clocke ſtrooke nine when I did fend the nurſe, 
In halfe an houre ſne promiſed to returne, 
Perchance ſhe cannot meete him, thats not ſo: 
Oh ſhe is lame, loues heraulds ſhould be thoughts, 
Which ten times faſter glides then the ſunnes beames, 
Driuing back ſhadowes ouer lowring hills. 
Therefore do nimble piniond doues draw love, 
And therefore hath the wind-ſwift Cupid wings: 
No weis the ſun vpon the highmoſt hill 
Of this daies journey, and from nine till twelue, 
Is three long houres, yer ſhe is not come, 
Had ſhe affections and warme youthfull bloud, 
She would be as ſwift in motion as a ball, 
My words would bandy her to my ſweete loue. 
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M. And his to me, but old folkes, many faine as they wer: 
dead, 


Vnwieldie, flow, heauy, and pale as lead. 


Enter Nurſe. 


O God ſhe comes, O hony nurſe what newes ? 
Haſt thou met with him ? ſend thy man away. 

Nur. Peter ſtay at the pate. 

Iu. Now good ſweet nurfe, O Lord, why lookeſt thou ſad 7 
Though newes, be ſad, yet tell them merily. 

If good thou ſhameſt the muſicke of ſweete newes, 
By playing it to me, with ſo ſower a face. 

Nur. I am a weary, giue me leaue a while, 

Fie how my bones ake, what a zaunce * haue I had? 

14. I would thou hadſt my bones, and I thy newes : 
Nay come I pray thee ſpeake, good good nurſe ſpeake. 

Nur. Ieſu what haſt, can you not ſtay awhile ? 

Do you not ſee that I am out of breath? 

14. How art thou out of breath, when thou haſt breath 

To ſay to me, that thou art out of breath? 
The excuſe that thou doſt make in this delay, 
Is longer then the tale thou doſt excuſe, 

Is thy newes good or bad? anſwere to that, 
Say either and Ile ſtay the circumſtance : 
Let me be ſatisfied, iſt good or bad? 

Nur. Wel, you haue made a ſimple choice, you know not 
how to chuſe a man : Romeo, no not he though his face bee 
better then any mans, yet his leg excels all mens, and for a 
hand and a foote and a body, though they be not to be talkt 
on, yet they are paſt compare: he is not the flower of curteſie, 
but Ile warrant him as gentle as a lamme: go thy waies wench, | 
ſerue God. What haue you dinde at home? 


j aunt. 


I.. 


or RoMEoO AND IulLIET. 


14. No no, but all this did I know before 
What faies he of our marriage, what of that? 
Nur. Lord how my head akes, what a head haue I: 
It beates as it would fall in twenty peeces. 
My backe a tother fide, a my backe, my backe: 
Beſhrew your heart for ſending me about 
To catch my death with 7aun/ing * vp and downe. 
Iu. J faith I am ſorrie that thou art not well. 
Sweete ſweete, ſweete nurſe, tell me what ſayes my loue ? 
Nur. Your loue ſales like an honett gentleman, 
And a courteous, and a kind, and a handſome, 
And I warrant a vertnous, where is your mother ? 
fu. Where is my mother, why ſhe is within, where ſhould 
ſhe be ? 
How odly thou replieſt: 
Your loue faies like an honeſt gentleman, 
Where is your mother ? 
Nur. O Gods lady deare, 
Are you ſo hot, marrie come vp I trow, 
Is this the poultis for my aking bones : 
Henceforward do your meſſages your ſelfe, 
Juli. Heres ſuch a coile, come what ſaies Romeo? 
Nur. Haue you got leaue to go to ſhrift to day? 
In. T have. | 
Nur. Then high you hence to frier Lawrence cell, 
There ſtaies a huſband to make you a wife: 
Now comes the wanton bloud vp in your cheekes, 
Thei'le be in ſcarlet ſtraight at any newes : 
Hie you to church, I mult an other way, 
To fetch a ladder by the which your loue 
Muſt climde a birds neaſt ſoone when it is darke 
I am the drudge, and toile in your delight : 
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But you ſhall beare the burthen ſoone at night. 
Go lle to dinner, hie you to the cell. 
14, Hie to high fortune, honeſt nurſe farewell. 


Enter Frier and Romeo. 


Fri. So ſmile the heauens vpon this holy act, 
That after houres, with ſorrow chide vs not. 

Ro. Amen, amen, but come what ſorrow can, 
It cannot counteruaile the exchange of ioy 
That one ſhort minute giues me in her ſight : 
Do thou but cloſe our hands with holy words, 
Then lone-deuouring death doe what he dare, 
It is inough I may but call her mine. 

Fri. Theſe violent delights haue violent endes, 
And in their triumph die like fire and powder ; 
Which as they kiſſe conſume. The ſweeteſt TT 
Is loathſeme * in his owne deliciouſneſſe, 

And in the taſte confoundes the appetite. 
Therefore loue moderately, long loue doth fo, 
Too ſwift arriues as tardie as too ſlow, 


Enter luliet. 


Here comes the lady, oh fo light a foot 
Will nere weare out the euerlaſting flint, 
A louer may beſtride the goſſamours, 
That ydles in the wanton ſommer ayre, 
And yet not fall, ſo light is vanitie. ' 

Iu. Good euen to my ghoſtly confeſſor. 


Fri, Romeo ſhall thanke thee daughter for vs both. 


* lothſemneſs, 


E xcunt, 


Iu, 
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1y. As much to him, elſe is * his thanks too much. 
Ro. Ah Juliet, if the meaſure of thy ioy 
Be heapt like mine, and that thy skill be more 
To blaſon it, then ſweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour ayre, and let rich muficke ꝶ tongue, 
Vnfold the imagin'd happines that both 
Receiue in either, by this deare encounter. 

Iu. Conceit more rich in matter then in words, 
Brags of his ſubſtance, not of ornament, 
They are but beggers that can count their worth, 
But my true loue is growne to ſuch exceſſe, 
I cannot ſum vp ſum + of halfe my wealth. 

Fri. Come, come with me, and we will make ſhort worke, 
For by your leaues, you ſhal! not ſtay alone, 
Till holy church incorporate two in one. 


Enter Mercutio, Benuolio, and men. 


Ben. I pray thee good Mercutis lets retire, 

The day is hot, the Cape!s ; abroad: 

And if we meet, we ſhall not ſcape a brawle, for now theſe 
hot dayes, is the mad blood ſtirring. 

Mer. 'Thou art like one of theſe fellowes, that when he 
enters the confines of a tauerne, claps me his ſword vpon the 
table, and ſayes God ſend me no need of thee: and by the 
operation of the ſecond cup, drawes him on the drawer, when 
Indeed there is no need. 

Ben. Am I like ſuch a fellow? | 

Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a ache in thy moode, 
as any in Italie: and aſſoone moued to be moodie, and aſſoone 


moodie to be moued. 


* 2s ＋ muſiches, I ſome, C Capulets, 


Ben, 
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Ben. And what too ? 

Mer. Nay and there were two ſuch, wee ſhould haue none 
ſhortly, for one would kill the other: thou, why thou wilt 
quarrell with a man that hath a haire more, or a haire leſſe in 
his beard, then thou haſt : thou wilt quarrell with a man for 
cracking nuts, hauing no other reaſon, but becauſe thou haſt 
haſel eyes: what eye, but ſuch an eye, would ſpie out ſuch a 
quarrel? thy head is as ful of quarrels, as an egge is ful of meat, 
and yet thy head hath bin beaten as addle as an egge for quar- 
relling : thou haſt quareld with a man for cofling in the ſtreet, 
becauſe he hath wakened thy dog that hath laine aſleepe in the 
fun. Didſt thou not fall out with a tailor, for wearing his new 
doublet before Eaſter: with another, for tying his new ſhoes 
with old riband, and yet thou wilt tutor mee from quarrelling ? 

Ben. And I were ſo apt to quarel as thou art, any man ſhould 
buy the fee-ſimple of my life, for an houre and a quarter, 

Mer. The fce-ſtmple, O ſimple. 


Enter Tybalt, Petruchio, and others. 


Ben. By my head here comes the Capulets. 

Mer. By my keele I care not. 

Tybalt. Follow me cloſe, for I will ſpeake to them. 
Gentlemen, good den, a word with one of you, 

Mer. And but one word with one of vs ? couple it with 
ſomthing, make it a word and a blow. 

Ti. You ſhall find me apt inough to that fir, and you wil 
gine me occaſion. 

Mercut. Could you not take ſome occaſion, without giu- 
ing ? 

Ti. Mercutio thou conſorteſt with Romeo. 

Mer. Conſort, what doſt thou make vs minſtrels ? and 
thou make minſtrels of vs, looke to heare nothing but diſcords, 

hecics 
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heeres my fiddleſticke, heeres that ſhall make you daunce: 
zounds conſort. 

Ben. We talke here in the publike haunt of men: 
Either withdraw vnto ſome priuate place, 
Or reaſon coldly of your greuances: 
Or elſe depart, here all eies gaze on vs. 

Mer. Mens eyes were made to looke, and let them gaze, 

I will not budge for no mans pleafure I. 


Enter Romeo; 


Ti, Well peace be with you fir, here comes my man: 
Mer. But Ile be hangd fir if he weare your livery : 
Marry go before to field, heele be your follower, 
Your worſhip in that ſenſe may call him man. 
Tyb. Romeo, the loue I beare thee, can affoord 
No better terme then this : thou art a villaine. 
Ro. Tibalt, the reaſon that I have to loue thee, 
Doth much excuſe the appertaining rage 
To ſuch a greeting : villaine am I none. 
Therefore farewell I ſee thou knoweſt me not. 
Ti. Boy, this ſhall not excuſe the iniuries 
That thou haſt done me therefore turne and draw. 
Ro. I do proteſt I neuer iniured thee, 
But loue thee better then thou canſt deuiſe: 
Till thou ſhalt know the reaſon of my loue, 
And fo good Gapulet, which name I tender 
As dearely as my owne, be ſatisfied. 
Mer. O calme, diſhonourable, vile ſubmiſſion : 
Alla flucatho carries it away, 
Tibalt, you ratcatcher, will you walke ? 
Ti. What woulds thou haue with me? 
M. Good king of cats, no thing but one of 4 nine liues, 
vor. IV. — 1 that 
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that I meane to make bold withall, and as you ſhall vſe me 
hereafter dry beate the reſt of the eight. Will you pluck your 
ſword out of his pilcher by the eares? make haſt, leaſt mine 
be about your eares ere it be out. 

Ti. I am for you. 

Ro. Gentle Mercutio, put thy rapier vp. 

Mer. Come fir your paſſado. 

Ro. Draw Benuolio, beat downe their weapons, 
Gentlemen, for ſhame forbeare this outrage, 
Tibalt, Mercutio, the prince expreſly hath 
Forbid bandying in Verona ſtreetes, 
Hold Tibalt, good Mercutio. 


Away Tybalt. 


Mer. I am hurt. 
A plague a both houſes, I am ſped, 
Is he gone and hath nothing ? 

Ben. What art thou hurt? 

Mer. I, I, a ſcratch, a ſcratch, marry tis inough, 
Where is my page? goe villaine fetch a ſurgeon. 

Ro. Courage man, the hurt cannot be much. 

Mer. No tis not ſo deepe as a well, nor fo wide as a church 
doore, but tis inough, twill ſerue: aſke for me to morrow, 
and you ſhall find me a graue man. I am peppered I warrant, 
for this world, a plague a both your houſes, founds a dog, a 
rat, a mouſe, a cat to ſcratch a man to death, a braggart, a 
rogue, a villaine, that fights by the booke of arithmetick, 
why the deu'le came you betweene vs? I was hurt vader your 
arme. 

Ro. I thought all for the beſt. 

Mer. Helpe me into ſome houſe Benuolio, 

Or Iſhall faint, a plague a both your houſes, 


They 


or RoMEo AnD- IulIET. 


They haue made wormes meat of me, 
I haue it, and ſoundly to your houſes, 
Ro. This gentleman the princes neare alie, 


My very friend hath gott his mortall hurt 
In my behalte, my reputation ſtaind 


With Tibalts ſlaunder, Tibalt that an houre 
Hath beene my cozin, O ſweet Juliet, 

Thy beauty hath made me effeminate, 

And in my temper ſoftned valours ſteele. 


Enter Bennolio. 


Ben. O Romeo, Romeo, braue Mercutio is dead, 
That gallant ſpirit hath aſpir'd the cloudes, 
Which too vntimely here did ſcorne the earth. 


Exit. 


Ro. This daies blacke fate, on mo daies doth depend, 


This but begins, the wo others mult end. 
Ben, Here comes the furious Tibalt backe againe. 
Ro. He gon in triumph and Mercutis ſlaine, 
Away to heauen reſpectiue lenitie, 
And fier and fury, be my conduct now, 
Now Tibalt take the villaine back againe, 
That late thou gaueſt me, for Mercutios ſoule 
Is but a little way aboue our heads, 
Staying for thine to keepe him companie: 
Either thou or I, or both, muſt goe with him. 
Ti. Thou wretched boy that didſt conſort him here, 
Shalt with him hence. 
Ro. This ſhall determine that. 


They fight, Tibalt falles, 


Ben, Romeo, away be gone : 
The citizens are vp, and Tibalt ſlaine, 
I 2 


Stand 
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Stand not amazed, the prince will doome thee death, 
If thou art taken, hence be gone away, 
Ro. OI am fortunes foole. 
Ben. Why doſt thou ſtay ? Exit Romeo. 


Enter Citizens. 


Citi. Which way ran he that kild Mercutio ? 
Tibalt that murtherer, which way ran he ? 
Benu. There lies that Tibalt, 
Citi. Vp ſir go with me: 
I charge thee in the princes name obey. 


Enter prince, old Mountague, Capulet, their wives and 
all. 


Prin. Where are the vile beginners of this fray ? 
Ben. O noble prince, I can diſcouer all : 
The vnluckie mannage of this fatall brall, 
There lies the man ſlaine by young Romeo, 
That ſlew thy kinſman braue Mercutio. 
Capu. Wi. Tibalt my cozin, O my brothers child, 
O prince, O cozin, huſband, O the bloud is ſpild 
Of my deare kinſman, prince as thou art true, 
For bloud of ours, ſhead bloud of Mountague. 
O cozin, cozin. 
Prin. Benuolio, who began this fray? 
Ben. Tibalt here ſlaine, whom Romeos hand did ſlay, 
Romeo that ſpoke him faire, bid him bethinke 
How nice the quarrell was, and vrg'd withall 
Your high diſpleaſure all this vttered. 
With gentle breath, calme looke, knees humbly bowed 
Could not take truce with the vnruly ſpleene 
Of Tybalt deafe to peace, but that he tilts 


With peircing ſteele at bold Mercutios breaſt, 
| Who 
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Who all as hot, turnes deadly point to point, 

And with a martial! ſcorne, with one hand beates 
Cold death a ſide, and with the other ſends 

It back to Tibalt, whoſe dexterity | 

Retorts it, Romeo he cries aloud, 

Hold friends, friends part, and ſwifter then his tongue, 
His aged * arme beats downe their fatall points, 
And twixt them ruſhes, vnderneth whoſe arme, 

An enuious thruſt from Tibalt, hit the life 

Of ſtout Mercutio, and then Tibalt fled, 

But by and by comes backe to Romeo, 

Who had but newly entertained reuenge, 

And toote they goe like lightning, for ere] 

Could draw to part them, was ſtout Tibalt ſlaine : 
And as he fell, did Remes turne and flie, 

This is the truth, or let Benuclis die. 

Ca. Wi. He is a kinſman to the Mauntague, 
Affection makes him falſe, he ſpeakes not true: 
Some twenty of them fought in this blacke ſtrife, 
And all thoſe twenty could but kill one lite. 

I beg for iuſtice which thou prince muſt giue ; 
Romeo ſlew Tibalt, Romeo muſt not line. 

Prin. Romeo ſlew him, he flew Mercutio, 

Who now the price of his deare bloud doth owe. 

Cap. Not Romeo prince, he was Mercutios friend, 
His fault concludes, but what the law ſhould end, 
The life of Tibalt. 

Prin, And for that offence, 

Immediately we doe exile him hence : 
I haue an intereſt in your hearts proceeding. 
My bloud for your rude brawles doth lie a bleeding. 
But Ile amerce. you with ſo ſtrong a fine, 
That you ſhall all repeat the loſſe of mine. 
| | ® apill, 
| He I 
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7 * will be deafe to pleading and excuſes, 

Nor teares, nor prayers ſhall purchaſe out abuſes. 
Therefore vſe none, let Romeo hence in haſt, 

Elſe when he is found, that houre is his + laſt. 
Beare hence this body, and attend our will, 
Mercy but murders, pardoning thoſe that kill. 


Enter Iuliet alone. 


Gallop apace, you fiery footed ſteedes, 
Towards Phæbus lodging, ſuch a wagoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the weſt, 
And bring in clowdie night immediately. 
Spread thy cloſe curtaine lone-performing night, 
That runnawayes eyes may wincke, and Romeo 
Leape to theſe armes, vntalkt of and vnſeene, 
Louers can ſee to doe their amorous rights, 
And + by their owne beauties, or if love be < blind, 
It beſt agrees with night, come ciuill night, 
Thou ſober ſuted matron all in blacke, 
And learne me how to looſe a winning match, 
Plaid for a paire of ſtainleſſe maidenhoods ||, 
Hood my vamand blood bayting in my cheekes, 
With thy blacke mantle, till ſtrange loue grow bold, 
Thinke true loue acted ſimple modeſtie: 
Come night, come Romeo, come thou day in night, 
For thou wilt'lie vpon the wings of night, 
Whiter then new ** ſnow vpon a rauens backe: 
Come gentle night, come louing blackbrowd night. 
Gine me my Romeo, and when ++ ſhall die, 
Take him and cut him out in little ſtarres, 
And he will make the face of heauen ſo fine, 
That all the world will rt be in love with night, 


Exit. 


J. + the, I And omitted. & of laue too. || maiden heads, ** new omitted. 


++ be. tt Hall. 


And 


oF RoMEoO ANp IULiigT. 


And pay no worſhip to the gariſh ſun. 

O I hane bought the manſion of a loue, 

But not poſſeſt it, and though I am ſold, 

Not yet enioy'd, ſo tedious is this day, 

As is the night before ſome feſtiuall, 

To an impatient child that hath new robes 

And may not weare them, O here comes my nurſe. 


Enter Nurſe with cords, 


And ſhe bring newes, and euery tongue that ſpeaks 
But Romeos name, ſpeakes heauenly eloquence : 
Now nurſe, what newes ? what haſt thou there, 
The cords that Romeo bid thee fetch? 
Nur. I, I, the cords. 
Juliet. Ay me, what newes? why doſt thou wring thy 
hands: 
Nur. A weladay, hees dead, hees dead, hees dead, 
We are vndone lady, we are vndone. 
A lacke the day, hees is gone, hees kild, hees dead. 
14. Can heaven be ſoenuious, 
Nur. Romeo can. 
Though heauen cannot. O Romeo, Romeo, 
Who euer would haue thought it Romeo. 
What diuell art thou, that doſt torment me thus? 
This torture ſhould be rored in diſmall hell, 
Hath Romeo ſlaine himſelfe? ſay thou but I 
And that bare vowell I ſhall poyſon more 
Then the death-darting eye of cockatrice, 
I am not I, if there be ſuch an I. 
Or thoſe eyes ſhot, that makes thee anſwere I : 
If he be ſlaine ſay I, or if not, no. 
Briefe, ſounds, determine my weale or wo. 
Nur. L ſaw the wound, I ſaw it with mine eyes, 


God fave the marke, here on his manly breſt, | 
I4 A pitcous 
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A piteous coarſe, a bloody piteous coarſe, 
Pale, pale as aſhes, all bedawbde * in blood, 
All in gore blood, I founded + at the ſight. 
Iu. O breake my heart, poore banckrout breake at once, 
To priſon eyes, nere looke on libertie. 
Vile earth to earth reſigne, end motion here, 
And thou and Romeo preſſe on heauie beare. 
Nur. O Tybalt, Tybalt, the beſt friend J had, 
O curteous Tybalt honeſt gentleman, 
That euer I ſhould liue to ſee thee dead. 
14, What ſtorme is this that blowes ſo contrarie ? 
Is Romeo ſlaughtred? and is Tybalt dead? 
My deareſt cozen, and my dearer lord, 
Then dreadfull trumpet ſound the generall doome, 
For who is liuing, if thoſe two are gone? | 
Nur. Tybalt is gone, and Romeo baniſhed, 
Romeo that kild him he is baniſhed. 
Tuliet. O God, did Romeos hand ſhed Tybalts blood? 
{ It did, it did, alas the day, it did, 
Nur. O ſerpent heart, hid with a flowring face. 
Iu. Did euer dragon keepe ſo faire a caue ? 
Beautifull tyrant, fiend angelicall: 
Rauenous douefeatherd rauen, woluiſh-rauening lambe, 
Deſpiſed ſubſtance of diuineſt ſnow: 
Iuſt oppoſite to what thou iuſtly ſeem'ſt, 
A dimme & ſaint, an honourable villaine: 
O nature, what hadſt thou ro doe in hell, 
When thou didſt bower || the ſpirit of a fiend 
In mortall paradiſe of ſuch ſweet fleſh ? 
Was euer booke containing ſuch vile matter 


* bedeawd. F ſevowned, . 

} This line is given to the nurſe, and the following one begins Juliet's ſpeech 
in the edition of 1637. 

& damned, || poure, | 

80 
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So fairely bound? O that deceit ſhould dwell 
In ſuch a gorgeous pallace. 

Nur. Theres no truſt, no faith, no honeſtie in men, 
All periurde, all forſworne, all naught, all diſſemblers, 
Ah wheres my man? giue me {ome aqua-vitz ? 
Thele griefes, theſe woes, theſe ſorrowes make me old, 
Shame come to Romeo. 

Iu. Bliſtered be thy tongue 
For ſuch a wiſh, he was not borne to ſhame ; 

Vpon his brow ſhame is aſham'd to fit » 

For tis a throane where honour may be crownd 
Sole monarch of the vniuerſall earth. 

O what a beaſt was I to chide at him ? 

Nur. Will you ſpeake well of him that kild your cozin ? 
Iu. Shall I ſpeake ill of him that is my huſband ?- 
Ah poore my lord, what tongue ſhall ſmooth thy name, 

When I thy three houres wife haue mangled it? 

But wherefore villaine didſt thou kill my cozin ? 

That villaine cozin would haue kild my huſband : 
Backe fooliſh teares, backe to your natiue ſpring, 
Your tributarie drops belong to woe, 

Which you miſtaking offer vp to ioy, 

My huſband lives that Tibalt would haue ſlaine, 

And Tibalts dead that would haue ſlaine my huſband 
All this is comfort, wherefore weepe I then : 

Some words there was worſer then Tibalts death 
That murdred me, I would forget it faine, 

But oh it preſſes to my memory, 

Like damned guilty deedes to ſinners minds, 

Tibalt is dead and Romeo baniſhed : 

That baniſhed, that one word baniſhed, 

Hath ſlaine ten thouſand Tibalts : Tibalts death 

Was woe inough if it had ended there : 
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Or if ſower woe delights in fellowſhip, 
And needly will be wranckt with other griefes, 
Why followed not when ſhe ſaid Tihalts dead, 
Thy father or thy mother, nay or both, 
Which moderne lamentation might haue moued, 
But with a reareward following Tibalts death, 
Romeo is baniſhed to ſpeake that word, 
Is father, mother, Tibalt, Romeo, Iuliet, 
All ſlaine, all dead: Romes is baniſhed, 
There is no end, no limit, meaſure, bound, 
In that words death, no words can that woe ſound. 
Where is my father and my mother nurſe? 
Nur. Weeping and wailing ouer Tiballs courſe, 
Will you go to them: I will bring you thither. 
lu. Waſh they his wounds with teares : mine ſhall be ſpent 
When theirs are drie, for Romeos baniſhment. 
Take vp thoſe cordes, poore ropes you are beguild, 
Both you and I for Romeo is exild : 
He made yon for a high-way to my bed, 
But I a maide, die maiden widowed. 
Come cord, come nurſe, Ile to my wedding bed, 


And death, not Romeo, take my maiden head, 


Nur. Hie to your chamber, Ile find Romeo 
To comfort you, I wot well where he is: 
Harke ye, your Romeo will be heare at night, 
He to him, he is hid at Lawrence cell, 
lu. O find him, giue this ring to my true knight, 
And bid him come, to take his laſt farewell. Exit. 


Enter Frier and Romeo. 


Fri. Romeo come forth, come forth thou fearfull man, 
Affliction is enamor'd of thy parts: | 
And thou art wedded to calamitie. 
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Ro. Father what newes ! what is the princes doome ? 
What ſorrow craues acquaintance at my hand, 
That I yet know not? 

Fri. Too familiar 
Is my deare ſonne with ſuch ſowre company ? 

[ bring thee tidings of the princes doome. 

Ro. What leſſe then doomeſday is the princes doome ? 

Fri. A gentler indgement vaniſht from his lips, 
Not bodies death, but bodies baniſhment. 

Ro. Ha, baniſhment ? be mercifull, ſay death: 
For exile hath more terror in his looke, 

Much more then death, do not ſay baniſhment. 

Fri. Here from Verona art thou baniſhed: 

Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. 

Ro. There is no world without Verona walles, 
But purgatorie, torture, hell it ſelfe: 

Hence baniſhed, is baniſht from the world. 
And worlds exile is death. Then baniſhed 

Is death, miſtearmd, calling death baniſhed, 
Thou cutſt my head off with a golden axe, 
And ſmileſt vpon the ſtroke that murders me. 

Fri. O deadly ſin, O rude vnthankefulneſſe, 
Thy falt our law calles death, but the kind prince 
Taking thy part, hath ruſht aſide the law, 

And turnd that blacke word death to baniſhment. 
This is deare mercy, and thou ſeeſt it not. 175 
Ro. Tis torture and not mercy, heauen is here 

Where Juliet lines and euery cat and dog, 
And little mouſe, euery vnworthy thing 

Liue here in heauen and may looke on her. 
But Romeo may not. More validitie, 

More honourable ſtate, more courtſhip lines 
Ia carrion flies, then Romeo: they may ſeaze 
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i [ | On the white wonder of deare 7uliets hand, 
And ſteale immortall bleſſing from her lips, 
Who euen in pure and veſtall modeſtie 
Still bluſh, as thinking their owne kiſſes ſin. 
14 This may flies doe, when J from this muſt flie, 
"ny And ſaiſt thou yet that exile is not death? 
But Romeo may not, hee is baniſhed. 
Flies may doe this, but I from this muſt flie : 
[ They are freemen, but I am baniſhed. 
| Hadſt thou no poyſon mixt no ſharp ground knife, 
| No ſudden meane of death, though nere ſo meane, 
| | But baniſhed to kill me: baniſhed ? 
| O frier, the damned vſe that word in hell: 
Ii Howling attends it, how haſt thou the heart 
Being a diuine, a ghoſtly confeſſor, 
A ſin obſoluer, and my friend profeſt, 
To mangle me with that word baniſhed ? 
0 Fri. Then fond mad man, here me a little ſpeake. 
14 Ro. O thou wilt ſpeake againe of baniſhment. 
| Fri. Ile giue thee armour to keepe off that word, 
| | Aduerſities ſweete milke, philoſophie, 
To comfort thee though thou art baniſhed. 
Ro. Yet baniſhed ? hang vp philoſophie, 
0 Vnleſſe philoſophie can make a Juliet, 
"ht Diſplant a towne, reuerſe a princes doome, 
11 It helpes not, it preuailes not, talke no more. 
I Fri. O then I ſee, that mad men haue no eares. 
[If Ro. How ſhould they, when wiſe men haue no eyes. 
10 Fri. Let me diſpute with thee of thy eſtate. 
| Ro. Thou canſt not ſpeake of that thou doſt not fecle, 
| Wert thou as young as I, Juliet thy loue, 
An hour but married, Tibalt murdered, 
Doting like me, and like me baniſhed, 
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Then mighteſt thou ſpeake, 

Then mighteſt thou teare thy hayre, 
And fall vpon the ground as I do now, 
Taking the meaſure of an vnmade graue. 


Enter * Nurſe, and * hnockes, 


Fri. Ariſe one knocks, good Romeo hide thy ſelfe, 
Ro. Not I, vnleſſe the breath of hartſicke grones 
Miſt-like infold me from the ſearch of eyes. 


They knocke. 


Fri. Harke how they knocke (whoſe there) Romeo ariſe, 
Thou wilt be taken, (ſtay a while) ſtand vp, 


Slud noche. + 


Run to my ſtudy by and by j, Gods will 
What ſimpleneſſe is this: I come, I come. 


Knocke. 


Who knocks ſo hard ? whence come you ? whats your will ? 
Enter Nurſe, 


Nur. Let me come in, and you ſhall know my errant : 
I come from lady Juliet. 

Fri. Welcome then. 

Nur. O holy frier, O tell me holy frier, 
Wheres my ladies lord, wheres Romeo, 

Fri. There on the ground, 
With his owne teares made drunke, 

Nur. O he is euen in my miſtreſſe caſe, 


Tuſt in her caſe. O wofull ſimpathy : 


* Enter, and, omitted, f knack agaire. t C and by) 
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Pitious predicament, euen ſo lies ſhe, 

Blubbring and weeping, weeping and blubbring, 
Stand vp, ſtand vp, ſtand and you be a man, 
For luliets ſake, for her ſake riſe and ſtand : 
Why ſhould you fall into ſo deepe an O: 


Nom. Nurſe, 
Nur. Ah fir, ah fir, deaths * the end of all. 


Ro. Spakeſt thou of Juliet? how is it + with her? 
Doth not ſhe thinke me an old murtherer, 
Now I haue ſtaind the childhood + of our toy, 
With blood remoued, but little from her owne ? 
Where is ſhe ? and how doth ſhe ? and what ſayes 
My conceald lady to our canceld loue? 


Nur. O ſhe ſayes nothing ſir, but weeps and weepe, 


And now fals on her bed, and then ſtarts vp, 
And Tybalt calls, and then on Romez cries, 


And then downe falls againe. 


Ro. As if that name ſhot from the deadly leuell of a gun, 


Did murther her, as that names curſed hand 
Murdred her kinſman. Ol tell me frier, tell me, 
In what vile part of this anatomie 
Doth my name lodge ? Tell me, that I may ſacke 
The hatefull manſion. 

Fri. Hold thy deſperate hand : 
Art thou a man? thy forme cries ont thou art : 
Thy teares are womaniſh, thy wild acts deuote 
The vnreaſonable furie of a beaſt, 
Vnſcemely woman in a ſeeming man, 
And ill be ſeeming beaſt in ſeeming both, 
Thou haſt amaz'd me. By my holy order, 
I thought thy diſpoſition better temperd. 
Haſt thou ſlaine Tybalt ? wilt thou ſlay thy ſelfe ? 
And {lay thy lady, that in thy life lies, 


® deathis, . Þ childbead, 


or RoMEoO Axp IULIET:; 


By doing damned hate vpon thy ſelfe? 

Why rayleſt thou on thy birth ? the heauen and earth ? 
Since birth, and heauen and earth, all three doe meet 
In thee at once, which thou at once wouldſt looſe, 
Fie, fie, thou ſhameſt thy ſhape, thy loue, thy wit, 
Which like a vſurer aboundſt in all: 

And vſeſt none in that true vſe indeed, 

Which ſhould bedecke thy ſhape, thy loue, thy wit : 
Thy noble ſhape, is but a forme of waxe, 
Diſgreſſing from the valour of a man, 

Thy deare loue ſworne but hollow periurie 

Killing that loue which thou haſt vowd to cheriſh, 
Thy wit, that ornament, to ſhape and loue, 
Miſhapen in the conduct of them both: 

Like powder in a {killefſe ſouldiers flaſke, 

Is ſet a fier by thine owne ignorance, 

And thou diſmembred with thine owne defence. 
What rowſe thee man, thy Juliet is aliue, 

For whole deare ſake thou waſt but lately dead. 
There art thou happy, Tibalt would kill thee, 

But thou ſleweſt Tibalt, there art thou happie. 

The law that threatned death becomes thy friend, 
And turne it to exile, there art thou happy. 

A packe of bleſſing light vpon thy backe, 
Happineſſe courts thee in her beſt array, 

But like a miſbaued“ and ſullen wench, 

Thou puts vp + thy fortune and thy loue: 

Take heede, take heede, for ſuch die miſerable. 
Goe get thee to thy loue as was decreed, 

Aſcend her chamber, hence and comfort her : 

But looke thou ſtay not till the watch be ſet, 

For then thou canſt not paſſe to Mantua, 

Where thou ſhalt line till wee can find a time 
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To blaze your marriage reconcile your friends, 
Beg pardon of thy + prince and call thee backe, 
With twenty hundred thouſand times more ioy 
Then thou wentſt forth in lamentation. 
Goe before nurſe, commend me to thy lady, 
And bid her haſten all the houſe to bed, 
Which heauy ſorrow makes them apt vato, 
Romeo is comming. 
Nur. O Lord, I could haue ſtaid here all the . 
To heare good counſell, oh what learning is: 
My lord, Ile tell my lady you will come. 
Ro. Do ſo, and bid my ſweete prepare to chide. 
Nur. Here fir, a ring ſhe bid me give you fir : 
Hie you, make haſte, for it growes very late. 
Ro. How well my comfort is reuiu'd by this. 
Fri. Go hence, goodnight, and here ſtands all your ſtate : 
Either be gone before the watch be ſer, 
Or by the breake of day diſguiſd from hence, 
Sotourne in Mantua, Ile find out your man, 
And he ſhall ſignifie from time to time, 
Euery good hap to you, that chaunces here : 
Giue me thy hand, tis late, farewell, goodnight, 
Ro. But that a ioy paſt ioy calls out on me, 
It were a griefe, ſo briefe to part with thee : 
Farewell. | Exeunt, 


Enter old Capulet, his wife and Paris, 


Ca. Things haue falne out fir ſo vnluckily, 
That we haue had no time to moue our daughter, 
Looke you, ſhe lou'd her kinſman Tybalt dearely, 
And ſo did I. Well we were borne to die. 

Tis very late, ſheele not come downe to night: 


* the 
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1 promiſe you, but for your company, 
I would haue bin a bed an houre ago. 
Paris. Theſe times of wo, affoord no times to wooe; 
Madam goodnight, commend me to your daughter, 
La. I will, and know her mind early to morrow, 
To night ſhe is mewed vp to her heauines. 
Ca. Sir Paris, I will make a deſperate tender 
Of my childes loue : I thinke ſhe will be rulde 
In all reſpects by me: nay more, I doubt it not. 
Wife, go you to her ere you go to bed. 
Acquaint her heregf *, my ſonne Paris loue, 
And bid her, marke you me, on Wendſday next, 
But ſoft, what day is this ? 
Paris. Monday my lord. 
Ca. Monday, ha ha, well Wendfday is too ſoone, 
A Thurſday let it be, a Thurſday tell her, 
She ſhall be married to this noble earle : 


Will you be ready ? do you like this haſte ? 


Weele keepe no great adoe, a friend or two, 

For harke you, Tybalt being ſlaine ſo late, 

It may be thought we held him careleſly, 

Being our kinſman, if we reuell much: 

Therefore weele haue ſome halfe a dozen friends, 

And there an end, but what ſay you to Thurſday? 
Paris. My lord, I would that Thurſday were to morrow. 

Ca. Well, get you gone, a Thurſday, be it then: 

Go you to Juliet ere you go to bed, 

Prepare her wife, againſt this wedding day, 

Farewell my lord, light to my chamber ho, 


Afore me, it is ſo very late, that me may call it early by and by, 


Goodnight. E xeunt 
Enter Romeo and Juliet aloft. 
ſu, Wilt thou be gone? It is not yet neare day: 


* herewith, 
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It was the nightingale, and not the larke, 
That pierſt the fearefull hollow of thine eare, 
Nightly ſhe ſings on yond potngranet tree, 
Beleeue me loue, it was the nightingale. 

Ro. It was the larke the herauld of the morne, 
No nightingale, looke love what enuious ſtreakes 
Do lace the ſeuering cloudes in yonder eaſt : 
Nights candles are burnt out, and iocond day 
Stands tipto on the myſtie mountaines tops, 

I muſt be gone and line, or ſtay and die. 

1u. Yond light is not day light, I know it I: 

It is ſome meteor that the ſun exhales, 

To be to thee this night a torch-bearer, 

And light thee on thy way to Mantua. 
Therefore ſtay yet, thou needſt not to be gone. 

Rs. Let me be tane, let me be put to death, 
I am content, ſo thou wilt haue it ſo, 
Ile ſay yon gray is not the mornings eye, 
Tis but the pale reflexe of Cinthias brow. 
Nor that is not the larke whoſe noates doe beate 
The vaulty heauen ſo high aboue our heads, 
haue more care to ſtay then will to go: 
Come death and welcome, Juliet wills it ſo. 
How iſt my ſoule, lets talke it is not day. 

Tu. It is, it is, hie hence be gone away: 
It is the larke that ſings ſo out of tune, 
Straining harſh diſcords, and vnpleaſing ſharpes. 
Some ſay the larke makes ſweete diuiſion, 
This doth not fo : for ſhe deuideth vs. 
Some ſay the larke and loathed toad change eyes, 
O now I would they had changde voyces too : 
Since arme from arine that voyce doth vs affray, 
Hunting thee hence, with huntſup to the day, 
O now be gone, more light and light it growes. 

Romeo. More light and light, more darke and darke our woes. 


Enter 


oF RoMEO Ax p Iviier. 


Enter madame and Nurſe. 


Nur. Madam. 
Iu. Nurſe. 
Nur. Your lady mother is cumming to your chamber, 
The day is broke, be wary, looke about. 
Iu. Then window let day in, and let life out. 
Ro. Farewell, farewell, one kiſſe and Ile deſcend. 
Iu. Art thou gone ſo, loue, lord, ay huſband, friend, 
I muſt heare from thee euery day in the houre, 
For in a minute there are many daies, 
O by this count I ſhall be much in yeares, 
Ere I againe behold my Romeo. 
Ro. Farewell: 
I will omit no oportunitie, 
That may conuey my greetings loue to thee. 
Iu. O thinkeſt thou we ſhall euer meete againe ? 
Ro. I doubt it not, and all theſe woes ſhall ſerue 
For ſweete diſcourſes in our time to come. 
Ro. O God I haue an ill diuining ſoule, 
Me thinkes I ſee thee now, thou art ſo lowe, 
As one dead in the bottome of a tombe, 
Either my eye- ſight failes, or thou lookeſt pale. 
Rom. And truſt me loue, in my eye ſo doe you: 
Drie ſorrow drinkes our bloud. Adue, adue. Exit, 
Iu, O fortune, fortune, all men call thee fickle, 
If thou art fickle, what doſt thou with him 
That is renowmd for faith? be fickle fortune: 


For then I hope thou wilt not keepe him long, 
But ſend him backe. 


Enter mother. 


La. Ho daughter, are you vp? 
lu. Who iſt that calls? it is my lady mother. 
K 2 Is 
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| Is ſhe not downe ſo late or vp ſo early? 
| What vnaccuſtomd cauſe procures her either * ? 

La. Why how now Juliet. 

Tu. Madam I am not well. 

La. Euermore weeping for your cozins death? 
What wilt thou waſh him from his graue with teares ? 
And if thou conldſt, thou couldſt not make him line : 
Therefore haue done, ſome griefe ſhewes much of loue, 
But much of griefe, ſhewes ſtill ſome want of wit. 

lu. Yet let me weepe, for ſuch a feeling loſle, 

La. So ſhall you feele the loſſe, but not the friend 
Which you weepe for. 

1u. Feeling ſo the loſſe, 

I cannot chuſe but euer weepe the friend. 

La. Well girle, thou weepſt not ſo much for his death, 
As that the villaine lives which ſlaughtered him. 

Tu. What villaine madam ? 
| La. That ſame villaine Romeo. 

Iu. Villaine and he be many miles a ſunder : 
| God pardon, I doe withall my heart : 
And yet no man like he, doth griene my heart. 

La. That is becauſe the traitor lines. 

Tu. I madam from the reach of theſe my hands: 
Would none but I might venge my cozins death. 

La. We will haue vengeance for it, feare thou not. 
Then weepe no more, Ile fend to one in Mantua, 
Where that ſame baniſht runnagate doth liue, 

Shall giue him ſuch an vnaccuſtomd dram, 
That he ſaall ſoone keepe Tibalt company: 
And then I hope thou wilt be ſatis fied. 

Iu. Indeede I neuer ſhall be ſatisfied 

With Romeo, till I behold him. Dead 
Is my poore heart ſo for a kinſman vext : 
Madam if you could find out but a man 


* bither, 
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To beare a poyſon, I would temper it: 

That Romeo ſhould vpon receit thereof, 

Soone ſleepe in quiet, O how my heart abhors 

To heare him namde and cannot come to him, 

To wreake the lone I bore my cozin, 

Vpon his body that hath ſlaughtered him. 

Mo. Find thou the meanes, and Ile find ſuch a man, 

But now Ile tell thee ioyfull tidings gyrle. 

Iu. And toy comes well in ſuch a needy time, 

What are they *, beſeech your ladyſhip ? 

M. Well, well, thou haſt a carefull father child. 

One who to put thee from thy heauines, 

Hath ſorted out a ſudden day of ioy, 

That thou expects not, nor I lookt not for. | 
Iu. Madam in happy time, what day is that? 
M. Marry my child, early next Thurſday morne, 

The gallant, young, and noble gentleman, 

The countie Paris at faint Peters church, 

Shall happly make thee there a joyfull bride. 

Tu. Now by ſaint Peters church, and Peter too, 

He ſhall not make me there a joyfull bride. 

I wonder at this haſt, that I mult wed 

Ere he that /bould + be huſband comes to wooe : 

I pray you tell my lord and father madam, 

Iwill not marrie yet, and when I doe, I ſweare 

It ſhall be Romeo, whom you know I hate 

Rather then Paris, theſe are newes indeede. 

M. Here comes your father, tell him ſo your ſelfe: 

And ſee how he will take it at your hands, 


| Enter Capulet end Nurſe. 
Ca, When the ſun ſets, the earth doth driſle deaw, 
But for the ſunſet of my brothers ſonne, 
It raines downright. How now a conduit girle, what ſtill in 
teares, 
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Euermore ſhowring in one little body? 
Thou connterfaits. A barke, a ſea, a wind: 
For ſtill thy eyes, which I may call the ſea, 
Doe ebbe and flow with teares, the barke thy body is : 
Sayling in this ſalt floud, the windes thy ſighes, 
Who raging with thy teares and they with them, 
Without a ſudden calme will oner ſet 
Thy tempeſt toſſed body. How now wife, 
Haue you deliuered to her our decree ? 

La. I fir, but ſhe will none, ſhe giues you thankes, 
{ would the foole were married to her graue. 

Ca. Soft take me with yon, take me with you wile, 
How will ſhee none? doth ſhe not gine vs thanks? 
Is ſhe not proud? doth ſhe not count her bleſt, 
Vnworthy as ſhe is, that we have wrought 
So worthy a gentleman to be her bridegioome ? 
lu. Not proud you have, but thankfull that you haue 
Proud can I neuer be of what I hate, 
But thankfull even for hate, that is meant * loue. 

Ca. How now, how now, chopt lodgick, what is this ? 
Proud and I thanke you, and I thanke you not, 
And yet not proud miſtriſſe minion you? 
Thanke me no thankings, nor proud me no prouds, 
But fettle your fine joints gainit Thurſday next, 
To go with Paris to taint Peters church: 
Or I will drag thee on a hurdle thither. 
Out you greene ſickneſſe carrion, out you baggage, 
You tallow face. 

La. Fiz, fie, what are you mad ? 

Iu. Good father, I beſeech you on my knees, 
flcare me with patience, but to ſpeake a word. 

Fa. Hang thee yonng baggage, diſobedient wretch, 
1 tell thee what, get thee to church a Thurſday, 
Or neuer after looke me in the face. 


* Hats meant in, 
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Speake not, replie not, do not anſwere me. 
My fingers itch, wife, we ſcarce thought vs bleſt, 
That God had lent vs but this onely child, 
But now I ſee this one is one too much, | 
And that we haue a curſe in hauing her: 
Out on ber hilding. 
Nur. God in heauen bleſſe her: 
Yon are too blame my lord to rate her ſo. 
Fa. And why my lady wiſdom, hold your tongue, 
Good prudence, ſmatter with your goſſips, go. 
Nur. I ſpeake no treaſon, 
* Father, O godigeden, 
May not one ſpeake ? 
Fa. Peace you mumbling foole, 
Vtter your grauitie ore a goſſips bowle, 
For here we need it not. 
Ii. You are too hot. 
Fa. Gods bread, it makes me mad, 
Day, night, houre, tide, time, worke, play, 
Alone in companie, {till my care hath bin 
To haue her matcht, and having now prouided 
A gentleman of noble parentage, 
Of faire demeanes, youthfull and nobly allied, 
Stuft as they /ay + with honourable parts, 
Proportioned as ones thought would with a man, 
And then to haue a wretched puling foole, 
A whining mammet, in her fortunes tender, 
To anſwere, Ile not wed, I cannot loue : 
I am too young, I pray you pardon me. 
But and you will not wed, Ile pardon you, 
Graze where you will, you ſhall not houſe with me: 
Locke too't, thinke on't, I do not vſe to ieſt. 


* This line is given to the father, and the following one to the nurſe, 
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Thurſday is neere, lay hand on heart, aduiſe, 

And you be mine, Ile giue you to my friend, 

And you be not, hang, beg, ſtarue, dye in the ſtreets, 

For by my ſoule, Ile nere acknowledge thee, 

Nor what is mine ſhall neuer doe thee good: 

Truſt too't, bethinke you, Ile not be forſworne. Exit. 
Juliet. Is there no pitie ſitting in the cloudes, 

That ſees into the bottome of my griefe ? 

O ſweet my mother caſt me not away, 

Delay this marriage, for a month, a weeke, 

Or if you do not, make the bridall bed 

In that dim monument where Tibalt lies, 
Mo. Talke not to me, for Ile not ſpeake a word, 

Do as thou wilt, for I haue done with thee, Exit. 
Iuliet. O God. O nurſe, how ſhall this be prenented ? 

My huſband is on earth, my faith in heauen, 

How ſhall that faith returne againe to earth, 

Vnleſſe that huſband ſend it me from heauen, 

By leauing earth? comfort me, counſaile me: 

Alacke, alacke, that heauen ſhould practiſe ſtratagems 


V pon ſo ſoft a ſubiect as my ſelfe. 


What ſaiſt thou, haſt thou not a word of ioy? 
Some comfort nurſe. 
Nur. Faith here it is, Romeo is baniſhed, and all the world 
to nothing, | 
That he dares nere come backe to challenge you : 
Or if he do, it needs muſt be by ſtealth. 
Then ſince the caſe fo ſtands as now it doth, 
I thinke it beſt you married with the countie, 
O hees a louely gentleman : 
Reomeos a diſhclout to him, an eagle madam 
Hath not ſo greene, ſo quicke, ſo faire an eye 
As Paris hath, beſhrow my very heart, 
I thinke you are happy in this ſecond match, 


Fox 
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For it excels your firſt, or if it did not, 
Your firſt is dead, or twere as good he were, 
As lining here and you no vſe of him. 
Tu. Speakeſt thou from thy heart ? 
Nur. And from my ſoule too, or elſe beſhrew them both. 
Iu. Amen. 
Nur. What ? 
Iu. Well thou haſt comforted me maruailous much, 
Go in, and tell my lady I am gone, 
Hauing diſpleaſde my father, to Lawrence cell, 
To make confeſſion, and to be abſolu'd. 
Nur. Marrie I will, and this is wiſely done, 
Tu. Auncient damnation, O moſt wicked fiend, 
Is it more fin to wiſh me thus forſworne, 
Or to diſpraiſe my lord with that ſame tongue, 
Which ſhe hath praiſde him with aboue compare, 
So many thouſand times ? Goe counſellor, 
Thou and my boſome henceforth ſhall be twaine : 
Ile to the frier to know his remedie, 
If all elſe faile, my ſelfe haue power to die. Exit. 


Enter Frier and countie Paris. 


Fri. On Thurſday ſir, the time is very ſhort. 
Pa. My father Capulet will haue it ſo, 
And I am nothing flow to ſlacke his haſt. 
Fri. You ſay you doe not know the ladies minde ? 
Vneuen is the courſe, I like it not. 
Pa. Immoderately ſhe weepes for Tibalts death, 
And therefore haue I little talke of loue, 
For Venus ſmiles not in a houſe of teares, 
Now fir, her father counts it dangerous 
That ſhe doth giue her ſorrow ſo much {way : 
And in his wiſedome haſts our mariage, 
1 | To 
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To ſtop the inundation of her teares. 
Which too much minded by her ſelfe alone, 
May be put from her by focietie. 
Now doe you know the reaſon of this haſt ? 
Fri. I would I knew not why it ſhould be flowed. 
Locke fir here comes the lady towards my cell. 


Enter luliet. 


Par, Happily met my lady and my wife. 
Iu. That may be fir, when I may be a wife. 
Pa. That may be, muſt be lone, on Thurſday next. 
11, What mult be thall be. 
Fri. Thats a certaine text. 
Par. Come you to make confeſſion to this father ? 
14. To anſwere that, I ſhould confeſſe to you. 
Pa. Do not denie to him, that you loue me. 
Ju. 1 will confeſſe to you that I loue him. 
Par. So will ye, I am ſure that you loue me. 
ſu. If I do ſo, it will be of more price, 
Being ſpoke behind your backe, then to your face. 
Par. Poore ſoule thy face is much abuſd with teares. 
Iu. The teares haue got ſmall victorie by that, 
For it was bad inough before their ſpight. 


Pa. Thou wrongſt it more then teares with that report. 


Ju. That is no ſlaunder fir, which is a truth, 
And what I ſpake, I ſpake it to my face, 
Pa. Thy face is mine, and thou haſt ſlaundred it. 
Ju. It may be ſo, for it is not mine owne. 
Are you at leiſure, holy father now, 
Or ſhall I come to you at euening maſſe? 
Fri. My leiſure ſerues me penſiue daughter now, 
My lord we muſt intreat the time alone. 
Pa. Godſhield, I ſhould diſturbe deuotion, 


{ulict, 


or Romeo Axp Iviier. 


juliet, on Thurſday early will I rowſe yee, 
Till then adue, and keepe this holy kiſſe. Exit. 
Iu. O ſhut the doore, and when thou haſt done ſo, 
Come weepe with me, paſt hope, paſt care, paſt helpe. 
Fri. O luliet, I already know thy griefe, 
It ſtraines me paſt the compaſſe of my wits, 
I heare thou mult, and nothing may prorogue it, 
On Thurſday next be married to this countie. 
14. Tell me not frier that thou heareſt of this, 
Vnleſſe thou tell me how I may preuent it: 
If in thy wiſedome thou canſt giue no helpe, 
Do thou but call my reſolution wiſe, 
And with this knife, Ile helpe it preſently, 
God ioynd my heart, and Romess, thou our hands 
And ere this hand by thee to Romeos ſcald: 
Shall be the labell to another deede, 
Or my true heart with trecherous reuolt, 
Turne to another, this ſhall flay them both : 
Therefore out of thy long experienſt time, 
Giue me ſome preſent counſell, or behold 
Twixt my extreames and me, this bloudy knife 
Shall play the vmpeere, arbitrating that, 
Which the commiſſion of thy yeares and art, 
Could to no iſſue of true honour bring: 
Be not ſo long to ſpeake, I long to die, 
If what thou ſpeakſt, ſpeake not of remedy. 
Fri. Hold daughter, I doe ſpie a kind of hope, 
Which cranes as deſperat an execution. 
As that is deſperate which we would preuent. 
If rather then to marrie countie Paris 
Thou haſt the ſtrength of will to ſlay thy ſelfe, 
Then is it likely thou wilt vndertake 
A thing like death to chide away this ſhame, 
That 
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That coapſt with death himſelfe, to ſcape from it. 
And if thou dareſt, Ile giue thee remedie. 
u. Oh bid me leape, rather then marry Paris, 
From of the battlements of any tower, 
Or walke in theeuiſh wales, or bid me lurke 
Where ſerpets are: chaine me with roaring beares 
Or hide me nightly in a charnell houſe, 
Orecouered quite with dead mens ratling bones, 
With reekie ſhankes and yealow chappels * ſculls: 
Or bid me go into a new made graue, 
And hide me with a dead man in his + 
Things that to heare them told, haue made me tremble, 
And I will doe it without feare or doubt, 
To liue an vnſtaind wife to my ſweet loue. 

Fri. Hold then, goe home, be merrie, giue conſent, 
To marrie Paris: Wenſday is to morrow, 
To morrow night looke that thou lie alone, 
Let not thy nurſe lie with thee in thy chamber : 
Take thou this violl being then in bed, 
And this diſtilling liquor drinke thou off, 
When preſently through all thy veines ſhall run, 
A cold and drowſie humour: for no pulſe 
Shall keepe his native progreſſe but ſurceaſe 
No warmth, no breath ſhall teſtifie thou liueſt, 
The roſes in thy lips and cheekes ſhall fade 
Too many 7. aſhes, the F eyes windowes fall: 
Like death when he ſhuts vp the day of life 
Each part depriu'd of ſupple gouernment, 
Shall ſtiffe and ſtarke, and cold appeare like death; 
And in this borrowed likeneſſe of ſhrunke death 
Thou ſhalt continue two and forty houres, 
And then awake as from a pleaſant ſleepe. 
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Now when the bridegroome in the morning comes, 


To rowlſe thee from thy bed, there art thou dead: 
Then as the manner of our country is, 

In thy beſt robes vncouered on the beere, 

Be borne to buriall in thy kindreds graue: 
Thou ſhalt be borne to that ſame ancient vault, 
Where all the kindred of the Capulets lie, 

In the meane time againſt thou ſhalt awake, 
Shall Romeo by my letters know our drift, 

And hither ſhall he come, and he and I 

Will watch thy waking, and that very night 
Shall Romeo beare thee hence to Mantua. 

And this ſhall free thee from this preſent ſhame, 
If no inconſtant toy * nor womaniſh feare, 

Abate thy valour in the acting it. 

Tu. Giue me, giue me, O tell not me of feare. 
Fri. Hold get you gone, be ſtrong and proſperous 
In this reſolue, Ile ſend a frier with ſpeed 
To Mantua with my letters to thy lord. 

Iu. Loue give me ſtrength, and ſtrength ſhall helpe afford: 


Farewell deare father. Exit. 


Enter father Capulet, mother, Nurſe, and ſeruing men, two or 
three. 


Ca. So many gueſts inuite as here are writ, 
Sirrah, go hire me twenty cunning cookes, 

Ser. You ſhall haue none ill fir, for Ile trie if they can licke 
their fingers. | 

Ca. How canſt thou trie them ſo ? 

Ser. Marrie fir, tis an ill cooke that cãnot lick his own 


fingers: therefore he that cannot licke his fingers goes not 


with me. 
* iey. 
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Ca. Go be gone, we ſhall be much vnfurniſht for this time : 
What 1s my daughter gone to frier Lawrence ? 

Nur. I forſooth. 

Ca. Well he may chance to do ſome good on her, 
A peeuiſh ſelfe willde harlotry it is. 


Enter Tulict. 


Nur. See where ſhe comes from fhrift with merrie looke. 
Ca. How now my headſtrong, where haue you bin gadding ? 
Iu. Where I haue learnt me to repent the ſin 
Of diſobedient oppoſition, 
To you and your beheſts, and am enioynd 
By holy Lawrence, to fall proſtrate here, 
To beg your pardon, pardon I beſeech you, 
Hencetorward I am euer ruld by you. 
Ca. Send for the countie, goe tell him of this, 
Ile haue this knot knit vp to morrow morning. 
Juli, I met the youthfull lord at Lawrence cell, 
And gaue him what becomd * loue I might, 
Not ſtepping ore the bounds of modeſtie. 
Ca. Why Iam glad ont, this is well, ſtand vp, 
This is alt ſhould be, let me ſee the county: 
I marrie go I ſay and fetch him hether. 
Now afore God, this reuerend holy frier, 
All our whole citie is much bound to him. 
Iu. Nurſe, will you goe with me into my cloſet, 
To helpe me ſort ſuch needful ornaments, 
As you thinke fit to furniſh me to morrow ? 
Mo. No not till Thurſday, there is time inough. 
Fa. Go nurſe, go with her, weele to church to morrow. 
| | Exeunt. 


Mo. We ſhall be ſhort in our prouiſton, 
Tis now neare night, 


* becommed, 


or ROMEO AND IoLIitT; 


Fa. Tuſh, I will ſtirre about, 
And all things ſhall be well, I warrant thee wife : 
Go thou to Juliet, helpe to decke vp her, 
Ile not to bed to night, let me alone: 
Ile play the huſwife for this once, what ho? 
They are all forth, well I will walke my ſelfe 
To countie Paris, to prepare vp him 
Againſt to morrow, my heart is wondrous light, 
Since this ſame wayward gyrle 1s ſo reclaimed. Exit. 


Enter Tuliet and Nurſe. 


Tu. I thoſe attires are beſt, but gentle nurſe 
I pray thee leave me to my ſelfe to night: 
For I haue need of many oryſons, 


To moue the heauens to {ſmile vpon my ſtate, 
Which wel thou knoweſt, is croſſe and ful of ſin. 
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Enter mother. 


Mo. What are you buſie ho? need you my help? 
Tu. No madam, we haue culd ſuch neceſſaries 

As are behoofefull for our ſtate to morrow : 

{ So pleaſe you, let me now be left alone, 

And let the nurſe this night fit vp with you, 

For I am ſure, you haue your hands full all, 

In this ſo ſudden buſineſſe. 
Mo. Good night. 

Get thee to bed and reſt, for thou haſt need. 


g 
i 
| 
| 
l 
| 


Exeunt, 
Iu. Farewell, God knowes when we ſhall meete againe. 


I hane a faint cold feare thrills through my veines, 
That almoſt freezes vp the heate of lite : 

Ile call them backe againe to comfort me. 

Nurſe, what ſhould ſhe do here ? 

My diſmall ſceane I needs muſt act alone. 


Come 
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Come viall, what if this mixture do not worke at all? 

Shall I be married then to morrow morning ? 

No, no, this ſhall forbid it, lie thou there, 

What if it be a poyſon which the frier 

Subtilly hath miniſtred, to haue me dead, 

Leaſt in this marriage he ſhould be diſhonourd, 

Becauſe he married me before to Romeo? 

I feare it is, and yet me thinks it ſhould not, 
For he hath ſtill beene tried a holy man. 

How if when I am laid into the tombe, 

I wake before the time that Romeo 

Come to redeeme me, theres a fearefull point : 

Shall I not then be ſtifled in the vault ? 

To whoſe foule month no healthſome ayre breaths in, 

And there die ſtrangled ere my Romeo comes. 

Or if I live, is it not very like, 

The horrible conceit of death and night, 

Together with the terror of the place, 

As in a vaulte, an ancient receptacle, 

Where for theſe many hundred yeeres the bones 

Of all my buried aunceſtors are packt, 

Where bloody Tybalt yet but greene in earth, 

Lies feſtring in his ſhrowd, where as they ſay, 

At ſome houres in the night, ſpirits reſort : 

Alacke, alacke, is it not like that I 

So early waking, what with loathſome ſmels, 

And ſhrikes like mandrakes torne out of the earth, 

That living mortalls hearing them run mad, 

Or if I walke, ſhall I not be diſtraught, 

Inuironed with all theſe hidions feares, 

And madly play with my forefathers ioynts ? 

And plucke the mangled Tybalt from his ſhrowde, 

And in this rage, with ſome great kinſmans bone, 

As with a club daſh out my deſperate braines. 
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O looke, 


of Romeo Axp Tviiet; 


O looke, me thinks I ſee my cozins ghoſt, 

Seeking out Romeo that did ſpit his body 

Vpon a rapiers point: ſtay Tybalt, ſtay ; 

Romeo, Romeo, Romeo, heres drinke, I drinke to thee. 


Enter lady of the houſe and Nurſe. 


La. Hold, take theſe keies, and fetch more ſpices nurſe, 
Nur. They call for dates and quinces in the paſtrie. 


Enter old Capulet. 


Ca. Come ſtir, ſtir, ſtir, the ſecond cocke hath crowed, 
The curphew bell hath roung, tis three a clocke: 
Looke to the bakte meates, good Angelica, 

Spare not for coſt. | | 

Nur. Go you cot-queane, go, 

Get you to bed, faith youle be ſicke to morrow 
For this nights watching. 

Ca. No not a whit, what ? I have watcht ere now 
All night for leſſe cauſe, and nere beene ſicke. 

La. I you haue bin a movie-hunt in your time, 
But I will watch you from ſuch watching now. 


Exit lady and Nurſe, 
Ca. A jealous hood, a icalous hood, now fellow, what is 


there ? 


Enter three or foure with ſpits and logs and baskets, 


Fel. Things for the cooke fir, but I know not what. 
Ca. Make haſte, make haſte ſirra, fetch drier logs. 
Call Peter, he will ſhew thee where they are. 
Fel. IJ haue a head fir, that will find out logs, 
And neuer trouble Peter for the matter. 
Ca, Maſſe and well ſaid, a merrie horſon, ha, 
Thou ſhalt be loggerhead ; good father tis day. 


VoL. IV. L Play 
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Play muſicke. 


The countie will be here with muſicke ſtraight, 
For ſo he ſaid he would, I heare him neere. 
| Nurſe, wife, what ho, what nurſe I ſay ? 


Enter Nurſe. 


Go waken Juliet, go and trim her vp, 
Ile go and chat with Paris, hie, make haſte, 
Make haſte, the bridegroome, he is come already, make haſte 
I ſay. 
Nur. Miſtris, what miſtris, /uliet, faſt L warrant her ſhe, 
Why lambe, why lady, fie you ſluggabed, 
Why loue I ſay, madam, ſweet heart, why bride : 
What not a word, you take your Senzworths * now, 
Sleepe for a weeke, for the next night I warrant 
The countie Paris hath ſet vp his reſt, 
That you ſhall reſt but little, God forgiue me. 
Marrie and amen: how ſound is ſhe a ſleepe: 
I muſt needs wake her : madam, madam, madam, 
I, let the countie take you in your bed, 
Heele fright you vp yfaith, will it not be ? 
What dreſt, and in your clothes, and downe againe ? 
I muſt needs wake you, lady, lady, lady. 
Alas, alas, helpe, helpe, my ladyes dead, 
Oh weleaday, that euer I was borne, 
Some aqua-vitz ho, my lord, my lady. 
Mo. What noiſe is heere ? 
Nur. O lamentable day. 
Mo. What is the matter ? 


Nur. Looke, looke, oh heauie day. 
Mo. O me, O me, my child, my onely lie: 
* penniworth, 


Reuiue, 


OF Romto AND Ivrier. 0 
Reuiue, looke vp, or I will die with thee: 
Helpe, helpe, call helpe. 


Enter Father, 


Fa. For ſhame bring Juliet forth, her lord is come: 
Nur. Shees dead : deceaſt, ſhees dead, alacke the day. 
M. Alack the day, ſhees dead, ſhees dead, ſhees dead, 
Fa. Hah let me fee her, out alas ſhees cold, 
Her blood is fetled and her ioynts are ſtiffe : 
Life and theſe lips haue long bene ſeperated, 
Death lies on her like an vntimely froſt 
Vpon the ſweeteſt flower of all the field, 
Nur. O lamentable day. 
Mo. O wofull time. 
Fa. Death that hath tane her hence to make me waile, 
Ties vp my tongue and will not let me ſpeake, 


Enter Frier and the Countie * 


Fri. Come, is the bride ready to go to church ? 
Fa. Ready to go, but neuer to returne. 
O ſonne, the night betore thy wedding day, 
Hath death laine with thy wife, there ſhe lies 
Flower as (he was, deflowred by him, 
Death is my ſonne in law, death is my heire, 
My daughter he hath wedded. I will die, 
And leaue him all life lining, all is deaths. 
Paris. Haue I thought long to ſee this mornings face, 


And doth it give me ſuch a fight as this ? 
Mo. Accurſt, vnhappie, wretched hatefull day, 


Moſt miſerable houre that ere time ſaw 
In laſting labour of his pilgrimage, 
But one poore one, one poore and louing child, 


Countie with muſicians, 
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But one thing to reioyce and ſolace in, 
And cruell death hath catcht it from my ſight. 
Nur. O wo, O wofull, wofull, wofull day, 
Mott lamentable day, moſt wofull day, 
That euer, euer, I did yet behold, 
O day, O day, O day, O hatetull day, 
Neuer was ſeene ſo blacke a day as this, 
O wofull day, O wofull day. 
Par. Beguild, diuorced, wronged, ſpighted, ſlaine, 
Moſt deteſtable death, by thee beguild, 
By cruell, cruell thee, quite ouerthrowne, 
O loue, O life, not life, but loue in death. 
Fat. Deſpiſde, diſtreſſed, hated, martird, kild, 
Vncomfortable time, why camſt thou now, 
To murther, murther our ſolemnitie ? 
O child, O child, my ſoule and not my child, 
Dead art thou, alacke my child is dead, 
And with my child my ioyes are buried. 
Fri. Peace ho for ſhame, confuſions, care liues not 
In theſe confuſions, heauen and your ſelfe 
Had part in this faire maid, now heaven hath all, 
And all the better is it for the maid : 
Your part in her, you could not keepe from death, 
But heanen keepes his part in eternall life : 
The moſt you fought was her promotion, 
For twas your heauen ſhe ſhould be aduanſt, 
And weepe ye now, ſeeing ſhe is aduanſt 
Aboue the cloudes, as high as heauen it ſelfe. 
O in this loue, you loue your child ſo ill, 
That you run mad, ſeeing that ſhe is well : 
Shees not well married, that lines married long, 
But ſhees beſt married, that dies married yong. 
Drie vp your teares, and ſticke your roſemarie 
Oa this faire coarſe, and as the cuſtome is, 


And 


o Romro and lIuLIETr. 


And in her belt array beare her to church : 

For though ſome nature bids vs all lament, 

Yet natures teares are reaſons merriment. 
Fa. All things that we ordained feſtiuall, 

Turne from their office to blacke funerall : 

Our inſtruments to melancholy bells, 

Our wedding cheare to a ſad burial! * feaſt : 

Our ſolemne hymnes to ſullen dyrges change: 

Our bridall flowers ſerue for a buried coarſe : 

And all things change them to the contrarie. 

Fri. Sir go you in; and madam, go with him, 

And go ſir Paris, every one prepare 

To follow this faire coarſe vnto her graue : 

The heavens do lowre vpon you for ſome ill: 

Moue them no more, by croſſing their high will. 

Exeunt manet Þ. 

Muf:. Faith we may put vp our pipes and be gone. 
Nur. Honeſt goodfellowes, ah put vp, put vp, 

For well you know, this is a pitifull caſe. 
Fid. I by my troath, the caſe may be amended. 

Exeunt omnes. 


Enter Will Kempe f. 


Peter. Muſitions, oh muſitions, harts eaſe, harts eaſe, 
O, and you will haue me liue, play hearts eaſe, 
Fidler. Why harts eaſe? 
Peter. O muſitions, becauſe my hart it ſelfe plaies, my hart 
is Full g. 
O play me ſome merrie dumpe to comfort me. 
Minſtrels. Not a dump we, tis no time to > play now. 
Pet. You will not then ? 
Min, No. 


Pet. I will then give it you ſoundly. 


@ funeral. Þ+ manent muſici. 1 Peter. 8 fall of woe. 
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Min. What will you giue vs? 
Pet. No money on my faith, but the gleeke. 
T will giue you the minſtrell. 
Min. Then will I giue you the ſerning creature. 
Pet. Then will I lay the ſeruing creatures dagger on your 
pate. I will carie no crochets, Ile re you, Ile fa 
you, do you note me ? 
Min, And you re vs, and fa vs, you note vs. 
2 M. Pray you put vp your dagger, and put out your wit, 
Then have at you with my wit. 
Peter, J will drie-beate you with an yron wit, and put vp 
my yron dagger. 
Anſwere me like men, 
When griping griefes the hart doth wound, then muſique with 
her ſiluer ſound, 
Why ſiluer ſound, why muſicke with her ſiluer ſound, what 
ſay you Simon Catling. 
Min. Mary fir, becauſe ſiluer hath a ſweet ſound. 
Pet. Prateji *, what ſay you Hugh Rebick? 
2 M. I ſay ſiluer ſound, becauſe muſitions ſound for ſiluer. 
Pet. Prateſt * to, what ſay you James Sound þoft 2? 
3 M. Faith I know not what to ſay. 
Pet. OI cry you mercy, you are the ſinger. 
I will fay for you; it is muſicke with her ſiluer ſound, 
Becauſe muſitions haue no gold for ſounding : 
Then muſicke with her filuer found with ſpeedy helpe doth 
lend redreſſe. | Exit, 
Min. What a peſtilent knaue is this ſame ? 
M. 2. Hang him jacke, come weele in here, tatrie for the 


mourners, and ſtay dinner. Exit f. 


Enter Romeo. 
Ro, If I may truſt the flattering truth of ſleepe, 


„ Pratee, + Exeunt, 


or Romeo and Ivuiier. 


My dreames preſage ſome ioyfull newes at hand, 

My boſomes L“. fits lightly in + in his throne : 

And all this day an vnaccuſtomd ſpirit, 

Lifts me aboue the ground with cheerefull thoughts. 

I dreamt my lady came and found me dead, 

Strange dreame | that giues q a dead man leaue to thinke, 
And breathd ſuch life with kiſſes in my lips, 

That I reuiude and was an emperor. 

Ah me, how ſweet is loue it ſelfe poſſeſt, 

When but loues ſhadowes are fo rich in ioy. 


Enter Romeos man ||. 


Newes from Verona, how now Balthazer ? 
Doſt thou not bring me letters from the frier ? 
How doth my lady, is my father well ? 

How doth my lady Juliet? that I aſke againe, 
For nothing can be ill, it ſhe be well. 

Man. Then ſhe is well, and nothing can be ill. 

Her body ſleepes in Cape/s monument, 
And her immortall part with angells liues, 
I ſaw her laid low in her kindreds vault, 
And preſently tooke poſte to tell it you: 
O pardon me for bringing theſe ill newes, 

Since you did leaue it for my office ſir. 

Ro. Is it euen ſo? then I denie you ſtarres. 
Thou knoweſt my lodging, get me inke and paper, 
And hire poſt horſes, I will hence to night. 

Man. I do beſeech you ſir, haue patience: 

. Your lookes are pale and wild, and do import 
Some miſaduenture. 

Ro. Tuſh thou art deceiu'd, 

Leaue me, and do the thing I bid thee do. 
Haſt thou no letters to me from the frier ? 


* lord, fen. ſ dreams. 5 give» || man Balthazar, 


L 4 Man. 
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Man. No my good lord. Exit. 
Ro. No matter, get thee gone, 
And hyre thoſe horſes, Ile be with thee ſtraight. 
Well Juliet, I will lie with thee to night: 
Lets ſee for meanes, O miſchiefe thou art ſwift 
To enter in the thoughts of deſperate men: 
I do remember an appothecarie, 
And here abouts a * dwels, which late I noted 
In tattred weeds, with ouerwhelming browes, 
Culling of ſimples, meager were his lookes, 
Sharpe miſerie had worne him to the bones : 
And in his needie ſhop a tortoys hung, 
An allegater ſtuft, and other ſkins 
Of ill ſhapte fiſhes, and about his ſhelues, 
A beggerly account of emptie boxes, 
Greene earthen pots, bladders and muſtie ſeedes, 
Remnants of packthred, and old cakes of roſes 
Were thinly ſcattered, to make vp a ſhew. 
Noting this penury, to mylelfe I ſaid, 2 
An + if a man did need a poyſon now, 
Whoſe ſale is preſent death in Mantua, 
Here lives a caitiffe wretch would ſell it him. 
O this ſame thought did but forerun my need, 
And this ſame needie man mult ſell it me. 
As I remember, this ſhould be the houſe, 
Being holy day the beggers ſhop is ſhut, 
What ho appothecarie : 
Appo. Who calls fo lowd ? 
Rom. Come hither man, I ſee that thou art poore, 
Hold, there is fortie duckets, let me haue 
A dram of poyſon, ſuch ſoone ſpeeding geare, 
As will diſperſe it ſelfe through all the veines, 


* He. + And, 
That 


or Romeo AN Dp Iutitt;. 


That the life-wearie taker may fall dead, 
And that the trunke may be diſchargd of breath, 
As violently, as haſtie powder fierd 
Doth hurry from the fatall canons wombe. 
Poti. Such mortall drugs I have, but Mantuas law 
Is death to any he that vtters them. 
Ro. Art thou ſo bare and full of wretchedneſſe, 
And feareſt to die, famine is in thy cheekes, 
Need and oppreſſiou ſtarueth in thy eyes, 
Contempt and beggery hangs + vpon thy backe: 
The world is not thy friend, nor the worlds law, 
The world affoords no law to make thee lich: 
Then be not poore, but breake it and take this. 
Po. My pouerty, but not my will conſents. 
Ro I pray thy pouerty and not thy will. 
Po. Put this in any liquid thing you will 
And drinke it off, and if you had the ſtrength 
Of twenty men, it would diſpatch you ſtraight. 
Ro. There is thy gold, worſe poyſon to mens ſoules, 
Doing more murther in this loathſome world, 
Then theſe poore compounds that thou maieſt not ſell, 
I fell thee poyſon, thou haſt ſold me none, 
Farewell, buy foode, and get thy ſelfe in fleſh. 
Come cordiall and not poyſon, go with me 
To luliets graue, for there mult I vie thee. Exeunt. 


Enter frier Tohn to frier Lawrence, 
Joh. Holy Franciſcan frier, brother, ho. 


Enter Lawrence. 


Law. This fame ſhould be the voice of frier John, 
Welcome from Mantua, what ſayes Romeo? 
Or if his mind be writ, giue me his letter. 
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Zh. Going to find a barefoote brother out, 
One of our order to aſſociate me, 
Here in this citie viſiting the ſicke, | 
And finding him, the ſearchers of the towne 
Suſpecting that we both were in a houſe, 
Where the infectious peſtilence did raigne, 
Seald vp the doores, and would not let vs forth, 
So that my ſpeed to Mantua there was ſtaid. 
Law. Who bare my letter then to Romeo ? 
John. I could not ſend it, here it is againe, 
Nor get a meſſenger to bring it thee, 
So fearefull were they of infection. 
Law. Vnhappie fortune, by my brotherhood, 
The letter was not nice, but full of charge, 
Of deare import, and the neglecting it, 
May do much danger: frier Ihn go hence, 
Get me an iron crow and bring it ſtraight 
Vnto my cell. bl 
John. Brother Ile go and bring it thee. (Exit. 
Law. Now muſt I to the monument alone, 
Within this three houres will faire Iuliet wake, 
Shee will beſhrew me much that Romes 
Hath had no notice of theſe accidents : 
But I will write againe to Mantua, 
And keepe her at my cell till Romeo come, 
Poore liuing coarſe, cloſde in a dead mans tombe. Exit. 


Enter Paris and his page. 


Par. Giue me thy torch boy, hence and ſtand aloofe, 
Yet put it out, for 1 would not be ſeene : 
Vnder yond young trees lay thee all along, 
Holding thy eare cloſe to the hollow ground, 
So ſhall no foot vpon the churchyard tread, 
Being looſe, vnfirme with digging vp of graues, 


or RoMEo Aup IulrET. 


But thou ſhalt heare it, whiſtle then to me, 

As ſignall that thou heareſt ſome thing approach, 

Giue me thoſe flowers, do as I bid thee, go. 
Pag. I am almoſt afraid to ſtand alone 

Here in the church-yard, yet I will aduenture. 
Par. Sweet flower with flowers thy bridall bed I ſtrew, 

O woe, thy canapie is duſt and ſtones, 

Which with ſweet water nightly I will dewe *, 

Or wanting that, with teares diſtild by mones ; 

The obſequies that I for thee will keepe, 

Nightly ſhall be, to ſtrew thy graue and weepe. 


Whiſile boy. 


The boy gives warning, ſomething doth approach, 
What curſed foot wanders this way to night, 
To croilz my obſequies and true loues right? 
What with a torch ? muffle me night a while. 


Enter Romeo and Peter. 


Ro. Giue me the mattocke and the wrenching iron. 
Hold take this letter, early'in the morning 
See thou deliuer it to my lord and father, 
Giue me the light; vpon thy life I charge thee, 
What ere thou heareſt or ſeeſt, ſtand all aloofe, 
And do not interrupt me in my courſe, 
Why TI deſcend into this bed of death, 
Is partly to behold my ladies face : | 
But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger, i 
A precious ring: a ring that I mult vſe, i 
In deare employment, therefore hence be gone: 
But if thou jealous doſt returne to prie 
In what I farther ſhall intend to do, 


* Neo. 
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By heaven I will teare thee ioynt by ioynt, 
And ſtrew this hungry church- yard with thy lims: 

The time and my intents are ſauage wilde, 

More fierce and more inexorable farre, 

Then emptie tygers, or the roaring ſea, 

Pet. I will be gone fir, and not trouble you. 

Ro. So ſhalt thou ſhew me friendſhip, take thou that, 
Liue and be proſperous, and farewell good fellow. 

Pet. For all this ſame, Ile hide me here about. 

His lookes I feare, and his intents I doubt, 

Ro. Thou deteſtable mawe, thou wombe of death, 
Gorg'd with the deareſt morſell of the earth: 

Thus I enforce thy rotten iawes to open, 

And in deſpight Ile cram thee with more food. 
Pa. This is that baniſht haughtie Mountague, 
That murdred my loues couzin ; with which griefe, 

It is ſuppoſed the faire creature died, 

And here is come to do ſome villanous ſhame 
To the dead bodies : I will apprehend him, 
Stop thy vahallowed toyle, vile Mountague : 
Can vengeance be purſued further then death ? 
Condemned villaine, I do apprehend thee. 
Obey and go with me, for thou muſt die. 

Rom. I muſt indeed, and therefore came I hither, 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a deſperate man, 
Flie hence and leaue me, thinke vpon theſe gone, 
Let them affright thee. I beſeech thee youth, 
Put not an other ſin vpon my head, 

By vrging me to furie, O be gone, 

By heauen I loue thee better then my ſelfe, 
For I come hither armde againſt my ſelfe: 
Stay not, be gone, line, and hereafter ſay, 
A mad mans mercy bid“ thee run away. 


* bad: 


or Romeo AND IuLIE Tr. 


Par. I do defie thy commiſſeration, 
And apprehend thee for a fellon here. 


Ro. Wilt thou prouoke me? then haue at thee boy. 


O bord * they fight, I will go call the watch. 
Par. OI am laine, if thou be mercifull, 
Open the tombe, lay me with Juliet. 
Rom. In faith I will, let me peruſe this face, 
Mercutius kinſman, noble countie Paris, 
What ſaid my man, when my betoſſed ſoule 
Did not attend him as we rode ? I thinke 
He told me Paris ſhould haue married Juliet. 
Said he not ſo? or did I dreame it ſo ? 
Or am I mad, hearing him talke of Juliet, 
To thinke it was ſo ? O giue me thy hand, 
One, writ with me in ſowre misfortunes booke. 
Ile burie thee in a triumphant graue. 
A graue; Ono, a lanthorne; ſlaughtred youth: 
For here lies Juliet, and her beautie makes 
This vault a feaſting preſence full of light. 
Death lie thou there by a dead man interd, 
How oft when men are at the point of death, 
Haue they beene merrie ? which their keepers call 
A lightning before death? Oh how may I 
Call this a lightning ? O my loue, my wife, 
Death that hath ſuckt the honey of thy breath, 
Hath had no power yet vpon thy beautie: 
Thou art not conquerd, beauties enſigne yet 
Is crymſon in thy lips, and in thy cheeks, 
And deaths pale flag is not aduanced there. 
Tybalt lyeſt thou there in thy bloudy ſheer ? 
O what more fauour can I do to thee, 
Then with that hand that cut thy youth in twaine, 
To ſunder his that was thine enemie ? 


Page. O Lord, Tc 


Forgive 
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Forgiue me couzen. Ah deare Iuliet, 

Why art thou yet ſo faire? I will beleeue, 

Shall I belieue, that vnſubſtantiall death is amorous 
And that the leane abhorred monſter keepes 

Thee here in darke to be his paramour ? 

For feare of that, I ſtill will ſtay with thee, 

And neuer from this pallace of dym night 
Deparr againe, come lie thou in my arme, 5 
Heer's to thy health, where ere thou tumbleſt in *. 
O true appothecarie ! 

Thy drugs are quicke. Thus with a kiſſe I die. 
Depart againe; here, here will I remaine, 

With wormes that are thy chambermaides : O hers 
Will I ſet vp my euerlaſting reſt : 

And ſhake the yoke of inauſpicious ſtarres 

From this world-wearied fleſh, eyes looke your laſt : 
Armes take your laſt embrace: and lips, O you 
The doores of breath, ſeale with a righteous kiſſe 
A dateleſſe bargaine to ingroſſing death: 

Come bitter conduct, eome vnſauory guide, 

Thou deſperate pilot, now at once run on 

The daſhing rocks, thy ſea- ſicke weary barke: 
Heer's to my loue. O true appothecary ; _ 

Thy drugs are quicke, Thus with a kiſſe I die. 


Enter Frier with lanthorne, crow and ſpade, 


Fri, St. Francis be my ſpeed, how oft to night 
Haue my old feet ſtumbled at graues? Whoes there? 


Man, Heres one, a friend, and one that knowes you well. 


Fri, Bliſſe be vpon yon. Tell me good my friend 
W hat torch is yond that vainely lends his light. 


* This line and a half is wanting in the edition of 1647, and ſeveral of thoſe 


that follow are tranſpoſed, 


— 


or Romeo and Iviites. 


To grubs and eyeleſſe ſculles as I difcerne, 
It burneth in the Capels monument. 

Man. It doth ſo holy fir, and theres my maſter, one that 
you loue. 

Fri. Who is it ? 

Man. Romeo, 

Fri, How long hath he bin there ? 

Man. Full halfe an houre. 

Fri, Go with me to the vault, 

Man. I dare not ſir, 

My maſter knowes not but I am gone hence, 
And fearefully did menace me with death, 
If I did ſtay to looke on his entents. 

Fri. Stay, then Ile go alone, feare comes vpon me. 
O much I feare ſome ill vnluckie thing. 

Man. As I did ſleepe under this young tree here, 
I dreamt my maſter and another fought, 

And that my maſter flew him. 

Fri. Romeo. | | 
Alacke alacke, what bloud is this which ſtaines 
The ſtony entrance of this ſepulchre ? 

What meane theſe maſterleſſe and goarie ſwords 
Tolie diſcolour'd by this place of peace ? 
Romeo, oh pale: who elſe, what Paris too? 
And ſteept in blood? ah what an vakind houre 
Is guiltie of this lamentable chance ? 

The lady ſtirs. | 

Iuli. O comfortable frier, where is my lord? 
I do remember well where I ſhould be: 

And there I am, where is my Romeo? 
Fri. I heare ſome noyſe lady, come from that neſt 
Of death, contagion, and vnnaturall ſleepe; 
A greater power then we can contradict 
Hath thwarted our entents, come, come away, 
Thy 
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Thy huſband in thy boſome there lies dead : 

And Paris too, come Ile diſpoſe of thee, 

Among a ſiſterhood of holy nunnes : 

Stay not to queſtion, for the watch is comming, 

Come, go good Juliet, I dare no longer ſtay. Exit. 
Juli. Go get thee hence, for I will not away, 

Whats here? a cup cloſd in my true loues hand? 

Poyſon I ſee hath bin his timeleſſe end: 

O churle, drinke all, and / * no friendly drop 

To helpe me after, I will kiſſe thy lips, 

Happlie ſome poyſon yet doth hang on them, 

To make me die with a reſtoratiue. 

Thy lips are warme. 


Enter Boy and Watch, 


Watch, Leade boy, which way ? 
Juli. Yea noiſe ? then Ile be briefe. O happie dagger. 
Tis is thy ſheath, there ruſt and let me die. 


Watch boy. This is the place, there where the torch doth 
burne. 


Watch. The ground is bloody, ſearch about the church 
RR. 5 | 
Go ſome of you, who ere you find attach. 
Pittifull fight, here lies the countie ſlaine, 
And Juliet bleeding, warme, and newly dead: 
Who here hath laine theſe two dayes buried, 
Go tell the prince, runne to the Capulets. 
Raiſe vp the Mountagues, ſome others ſearch, 
We ſee the ground whereon theſe woes do lye, 
But the true ground of all theſe piteous woes, 


We cannot without circumſtance deſcry. 


& ſcaue. 


nter 


oF Romeo AN PD IvLItT, 


Enter Romeos man. 


Watch. Heres Romeos man, we found him in the church- 


yard, 
Chiefe Watch. Hold him in ſafetie, till the prince come hither, 


Enter Frier, and another Watchman. 


3 Watch. Here is a frier that trembles, ſighes, and weepes, 
We tooke this mattocke and this ſpade from him, 
As he was comming from this church-yard ſide. 

Chief. Watch, A great ſuſpition, ſtay the frier too, too. 


Enter the Prince. 


Prin. What miſaduenture is ſo early vp, 
That calls our perſon from our morning reſt ? 


Enter Capels *, 


Ca. What ſhould it be that they fo ſhrike abroad ? 
Wife. O the people in the ſtreete crie Romeo, 

Some Juliet, and ſome Paris, and all runne 

With open outcry toward our monument, 

Pr. What feare is this which ſtartles in your eares ? 
Watch. Soueraigne, here lies the countie Paris ſlaine, 

And Romeo dead, and [uliet dead before, 

Warm and new kild, 
Prin. Search, ſeeke and know how this foule murder comes. 
Wat, Here is a frier, and ſlaughterd Rameos man, 

With inſtruments vpon them fit to open 

Theſe dead mens tombes. 


Enter Capulet and his wife Þ. 


Ca. O heauen! O wife looke how our daughter bleedes ! 
This dagger hath miſtane, for loe his houſe 


® Capulet and bis <vifts Þ+ Enter Cc. omitted, 
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Is empty on the backe of Mountague, 

And is miſheath'd in my daughters boſome. 
I;. O me, this ſight of death, is as a bell 

That warnes my old age to a ſepulcher. 


Enter Mountague, 


Pri. Come Mountague, for thou art early vp 
To ſee thy ſonne and heire, now early downe. 
Moun. Alas my liege, my wite is dead to night, 
Griefe of my ſonnes exile hath ſtopt her breath. 
What further woe conſpires againſt my age? 
Prin. Looke and thou ſhalt ſee, 
Moun. O thou vntaught, what manners is in this, 
To preſſe before thy father to a graue? 
Pri. Scale vp the mouth of outrage for a while, 
Till we can cleare theſe ambiguiries, 
And know their ſpring, their head their true deſcent, 
And then will I be generall of your woes, | 
And lead you euen to death, meane time forbeare, 
And let miſchance be ſlaue to patience, 
Bring forth the parties of ſuſpition. 
Fri, I am the greateſt able to doe leaſt, 
Yet moſt ſuſpected as the time and place 
Doth make againſt me of this direfull murther : 
And heare I ſtand both to impeach and purge 
My ſelfe condemned, and my ſelfe excuſde. 
Prin. Then ſay at once what thou doſt know in this? 
Frier. I will bee briefe for my ſhort date of breath 
Is not ſo long as is a tedious tale. 
Romeo there dead, was huſband to that Juliet, 
And ſhe there dead, thats * Romeos faithfull wife: 
I married them, and their ſtolne marriage day 
Was Tibalts doomeſday, whoſe vntimely death 


x that 


Baniſht 


or RouMzO Arp Iviitt; 


Baniſht the new - made bridegroome from this citie, 
For whom, and not for Tibalt, Juliet pin'd. 
You, to remoue that ſiege of griefe from her 
Betroth'd and would haue married her perforce 
To county Paris. Then comes ſhe to me, 
And with wild lookes bid me deuiſe ſome meanes 
To rid her from this ſecond marriage : | 
Or in my cell there would ſhe kill her ſelfe, 
Then gaue I her (ſo tuterd by my art) 
A ſleeping potion, which ſo tooke effect 
As I intended, for it wrought on her 
The forme of death, meane time I writ to Romeo 
That he ſhould hither come as this dire night 
To help to take her from her borrowed graue, 
Being the time the potions force ſhould ceaſe, 
But he which bore my letter, frier John, 
Was ſtayed by accident, and yeſternight 
Returned my letter back, then all alone 
At the prefixed hower of her waking, 
Came I to take her from her kindreds vault, 
Meaning to keepe her cloſely at my cell, 
Till I conueniently could ſend to Romeo. 
But when I came ſome minute ere the time 
Of her awaking, here vntimely lay, 
The noble Paris, and true Romeo dead. 
She wakes, and I entreated her come forth 
And beare this worke of heauen with patience: 
But then a noiſe did ſcare me from the tombe, 
And ſhe too deſperate would not goe with me: 
But as it ſeemes, did violence on her ſelfe. 
All this I know, and to the marriage her nurſe is priuie: 
And if ought in this miſcaried by my fault, 
Let my old life be facrific'd ſome houre before the time, 
Vato the rigour of ſeuereſt law. 

M2 Prin. 
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Prin, We ſtill haue knowne thee for a holy man, 
Whers Romeos man? what can he ſay to this? 

Balth. I brought my maſter newes of Iuliets death, 
And then in poſt he came from Mantua, 

To this ſame place. To this ſame monument 

This letter he early bid me giue his father, 

And threatned me with death, going into the vault, 
If I departed not, and leaft him there. 

Prin. Giue me the letter I will looke on it. 
Where is the counties page that raiſd the watch? 
Sirrah what made your maſter in this place? 

Boy. He came with flowers to ſtrew his ladies graue, 
And bid me ſtand aloofe, and ſo I did, 

Anon comes one with light to ope the tombe 
And by and by my maiſter drew on him, 
And then I ran away to call the watch, 

Prin. This letter doth make good the friers words, 
Their courſe of loue the tidings of her death, 

And here he writes that he did buy a poyſon 
Of a poore pothecarie, and there withall, 
Came to this vault, to die and lye with Juliet. 
Where be theſe enemies? Capulet, Mountague 9 
See what a {courge is laide vpon your hate ? 
That heauen finds means to kil your ioyes with loue, 
And I for winking at your diſcords too, 
Haue loſt a braſe of kinſmen, all are puniſht. 
Caß. O brother Mountague, giue me thy hand, 
This is my daughters ioynture, for no more 
Can I demaund. ES 

Moun. But I can giue thee more, 
For I will 7aze * her ſtatue in pure gold, 
That whiles Verona by that name is knowne, 
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There ſhall no figure at that rate be ſet, 
As that of true and faithfull Juliet. 
Cap. As rich ſhall Romeos by his ladies lie, 
Poore ſacrifices of our enmitie. Ky, 
Prin, A glooming peace this morning with it brings, 
The ſun for ſorrow will not ſhew his head : 
Go hence to haue more talke of theſe ſad things, 
Some ſhall be pardoned, and ſome puniſhed. 
For neuer was a ſtorie of more woe, 
Then this of Juliet and her Romeo. 


This Play has been collated with another Copy printed 
in 1637; K. Toung, for John Smethwicke. 


M 3 


— —— — 


* 

- 

* 

8 SE 

2 * 8 ®, > 
42. x4, a5 — 


—— . 
—— — Is — 


Cap — ——— — 


— — .. ⁵ — x... ͤò—01 


— ——— J2¾Q  _ 


—— III — — 
— — 


